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N moving Lines * few EPI. 
What Fate attends theNymphtharlikes too well, 
How faintly the ſuccefsfal Lovers. burn; 1 0 * 
And their neglected Charms how Ladies moum! 
The Fair you'll find, when ſoft Intreaties 35 

Aﬀert their unconteſted Right, and Rail. 
Too foon they liſten, and reſent too dae; * 
Tis ſure they Love, when e'er they r. to Ha 
Their Sex or proudly s Shuns, or pogr Craye 
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Ours, ly pg quick, tt Irs 

The Fi ire we boaſt, With F orce uncertain b 

And breaks b but out, as ; Appetite 1 1 

But yours, like Incenſe, mounts by. 0 

And in a fragrant | Flame conſuines 91 8 
Your, Ser, in all tha 15 engage, | 
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— Nature equally; decrees ; 

You have q our Pride, and we our Perjuries. 

Tuo form d to Conquer, yet too oft you Fall 

By giving Nothing, or by granting All. 
* Bur, Madim, long will Your unpractisd Years 

Smile at the Tale of Lovers Hopes, and Fears, 


Tho' Infant Graces ſooth Vour gentle Hours, 


([Flow' h ; 


More foft 1 than Sighs, more fiveet than Ws 
Let raſh Admirers your keen Light'ning fears ; 
Tis Bright at diſtance, but deſtroys if near. 

The Time e 'crlong, if Vetſe preſage, will N 
Your Charms Thall | open in full Brudenal Bloom 
All Eyes mall gaze, all Hearts ſhall Homage vow, 


And not a Lover anguiſh but for you. * TOY 1 


The Muſe ſhall firing her Lyre, with Garlands 
Andeach bright Nymph: ſhall ſicken at the Sound. 

So when Aurora firſt falutes the Sight, 
Pleas'd we behold the tender Dawn of Licht; 
But when with riper Red ſhe warms the Skies, 
In circling Throngs the wing'd Muſictans riſe; ; 
And the gay Groves rejoyce in Symphonies.” 
Each pearly Flow'r with painted Beauty ſhines} 
And ev'ry Star its fading Fire reſigns. 


Advertiſement, 


—DEDFCAFIO No —— | 


1 
* 


nt, 


"Ms tak by:x20ubs 437 N 
Oc 199790 


ertilement 1 


Adv 
WO 2. MAS © 4260 | 


TE F ae bir is eg f. Hil Edition of 
Ovid's I began to think if 4 thing might 
yet be added 101 Peifeftion of the Work.” the greater 
part of Sapho ro Phaon being omitred in c Dur 'Scrope's 
Tranſlation, I. ſollicited in entire new Vun of HBr 
70 render the whole Book commplear. Ti. ee, of i 20 


= me ac or N 7 it wat undertaken on 
that account not out fuppos'd in 
2 Gentleman bad dime.” 41 * 40 on 
obs this Edirion Ws l Method of the 
Nille 4 — the Chronological Oyder, and the Con- 
nexion the Subje 


often haue with: each other whith might 
have. — gh — Eafe of 


the Engliſh \Reader, x 
ris Pap —— Paſſages ir ry 10 in ſeveral of 
only ſubjotid r The flows Account. 7 41 - 69 


— e 
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The chief of thoſe Ae un derwoeb A. ape of 
the Golden Fleece, were Hercules and Jaſon: Some Wri- 
ters add TEST vs, who was Cotempbrary with them, | 
and famous for his Victory over the Mizoram, which he 
atchiev'd by the affiſtance of Ax tADNE, whom aſter- 
wards forſaking, he mirry'd PH DRA, who fell in loye 
with his Son HieeoLITus. JAsoN as he went on 


the foremention d Expedition was entertain'd by Here: 


SYPILE at Lemnot, but deſerted her for MEDza, and 
afterwards Mz Ds Aa for Oeuſa. HERCULES after his 
Return was poiſon'd with a Shirt ſent by DRIANEIRA. 
This Hero had twice taken Troy in the Time of King 
Laomedon, to whom Priam ſucceeded, the Father of A- 
RIS, at Whoſe Birth it was — that he ſhould 


Az occaſion 


3 it to be deſtroy d a third time. Being therefore 
rivately educated among the Shepherds, he contracted a 
eto OENnoNE; 'till hearing of Hz Le N A, he ſail'd 
to, Sparta, and rarry'd her! from thence fo\ Troy. This 
caus'd the War of the Grecian Princes againſt Troy; a- 
mong whom. PRoTESILAvS (the Hushand of L.aor 
DAMIA)\ was the firſt that ſet; foot, on the; Egemy's 
Ground, and was kill'd on the nap After the. War 
had been continu'd nine Years, a Quarrel nn betwixt 
Agamemnon and ACHILLES, Grace later abſ Ka 
ſelf from the Army, and the fo enges fore? ime 
his Miſtreſ B R186 18 from Ae B an. [70y. Was ta: 
ken, the Greeks, returning —. met \ any 
Diſaſters. ULYssEs was ten Years detain! om. 
, While his Queen, PzNzLOPE Was by che 
Saitors in his Abſence. DRM OH OON. _ ofpita» 
bly receiv'd by P11 Lis, whom. . 1 45 
he left, and purſu' d his Voyage home to e 
me mnon himſcli at his Return ro Argos was d. by 
his Wife, whom his Son OR RATES kills 8 fo BY 
betroth'd to HEeRrmMIoN E, the. Day; 
About the ſame time Anzas going in ſea —_ of 1255 
was detain d by * who. ſtabb'd e per WP 
Departure from Cart bag 

The reſt of the Subjects, of Ovid have \ Gounexion 
with each other, ncither can, their 4 — apes 
fixed; only HY ERM NEA 0 UpPRe N 
liv'd ſome time 0 1 $4 p28 0fong sf ter, 
reſt. , 114 L171 nod "uf ut 2 

| | 11 | een 


ace 


; p a 0 N , þ : 1 P * : } 7 9 # J „ * 

1 / — * [ * 14 a * 4 * 1 | : J 1 17 2 * mt i 
©. .< : \ , | , 
p : N Soba | | - 0 : | 
* . * 


. '\ 
1 AF 


W * neg Y bo WA 
* 0 6 oh. v6 v2.00 


- 4 
4 
A» 1 
a 


J * W Y 


. om n 1 22 


HE Life of Ovid bring already Written 

L in our before che Tanin of 
luis Met oles, \T.xwHdl: Koop nos 

far upon my elfe te think ¶ con addy: Hung de 
Mr. Sandys his Underte King. The'Englith Bow. 
8 . mas hee be foi 8 that 5 
the Re 
tracte — 


3 le 
that he War: Horn r the nbertnc 0 5 
Fortunes, chat he wits: e 


before he mitted 

try, to which he bags 5 

Cauſe of \his\ Arat boranſe 
was himſclfunwiliong fire ber. to . 
peror, by 5 t a red 
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Laſci vin 9 0 

Love. 1 9 
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farchbd 4 into the Natyre of 3 it more Philoſophica 
than he. And the Emperor who 1 im, ty 


as little # as another. Man sf, TW that Fault 
with /o in Severity, at leuſt be were the 
Author 2 certain Epigram, which-#5-aſerib'd 


to him, relating to the Cauſe of the firſt Civil War 
betwixt himſelf and Mark Anthonythe Triumvir, 
which is more fulſome than any Paſſage I have 
met with in our Poet: To paſs 7 the naked Ha- 
mibarity of his Expreſſions to Horace, which 
are cited in-that Author's Life, I need only men- 
tion one notorious Aft of his, in taking Livia to hi- 


Bed, "when ſhe was not 'ouly Married, but with 


Child by her Husband, then living. But Deeds, ir 
ſeems, may be juſtified 2 Arbitrary Power, when. 
Words arc qu queſfio ion d iu a Poet. —.— it another 
gue ſi f the Grammarians,' as far from Truth ar 
Ihe firſt from Reaſon; they will have him Baniſh'd 
or fome Favours, whichthey ſay he receiv'd from 


alia the Daughter of Auguſtus, whom they think 


he Celebrates under the Name of Corinna in his 
Elegies : But he whowill ob 1 which 


are Rider to that Miſtreſs, may * from the 
whole. Contexture of them, thar Corinna was not 


# Woman of the lc, Quality I Julia were 


then Married to Agrippa, why ſhould our Poet 
wake his Petition tolfis, ſafe Delivery, and 

afterwards condole her. Miſtarriage ; which for 
; ought he knew might be by her own 
4 1 how dunſt he be' ſs Bold to male the leaſt, Diſ 


covery-of ſuch. a Crime, which was no-lefs than 
NAN '2fpecially — aganmſt 4 Tous of 
7 aa 5 


band? or in- 


O VID, /EPISTLES. 


Agrippa's Rant? Or if it were before her Mari 
age, he would ſureſy have been more diſer cet, than. 
to have publiſhd an Acrident, which muſt hayebees: 
fatalto them both. But what moſtconfirms me agarnſt- 
this Opinion is, that Ovid himſelf complains that 
the true Perſon of Corinna war found. outs. by the: 
Fame of his Verſes:to her: Which: if it had bern 
Julia, he durſt not have own'd; and beſide, an im. 
mediate Puniſhment muſt hawe falle d, He: ſeems 
himſelf more truſy to have touch d at the Canife of. 
hir Exile in thoſe obſcure Verſos,,. \..\ 308 
Cur aliquid vidi, cur noxia Lumina feci? Sc. 
Namely, that he had either ſeru, or was cu. 
ſtious to ſomewhat, which had procur d bim hi- 
Diſerace. But neither am I ſatisfied that thes' 
was the Inceſt of the Emperor with his. own 
Daughter: For. Auguſtus was. of Nature too 
Vindicative to have contented himſelf with 
ſmall a Revenge, or ſo unſafe to himſelf as that of 
ſimple Baniſhment,,- and would certainly have fe. 
cur*d his Crimes from public Notice by the Death 
of him-who was witneſs to them. Neither, have 
Hiftories given #s * Sight into ſuch an Action 
of this Emperor : Nor would he (the greateſt Po- 
litician of this time) in all probability, have n- 
nag d his Crimes with 0 little & res ac not t 
ſhun the Obſervation of any Man. It ſeems et} 
probable, that Ovid was either the Confident af 
ſome other Paſſion, or that he had ſtumbled by. me 
Inadvertency upon the Privacies of Livia, ae 
ſeen her in a Bath: For the Words 6 
Sine veſte Dianam, 4 


i * W 
agree 
> ak 


The PREFACE 7 
agree better with Livia who had the Fame of Cha. 
ty, than with either of the Julia's, who:were. 


both noted of Incontinency. The firſt Verſes which. 
were made by him in his Touth, Fax 


afſures.us, to Corinna: His Baniſhment happen d 
not "till the Age of Fifty, from which it may be 
deduc d, with Probability enough, that the Love 


of Corinna did not occaſion it: Nay he tellt ur 


plainly, that his Offence was that of Error only, 
nor of Wickedneſs; and in the ſame. Paper of 
Verſes alſo, that the"Cauſe was notoriouſly: known 
at Rome, though it be left ſo obſture to After=Ages. 


But to leave Conjectures on u Subject [0 inrer- 


tain, and to Write. ſomewhat" more Authenti6k 


of this Poet: That he frequented the Court of 


Auguſtus, and was well receiwd in it, is moſt un. 
doubted: All his Poems bear the Character of. 
Court, and appear to be written as theFrench ca 


it Cavalierement: Add to this, that the Titles of 


many of his Elegies, and more of hir Letters in 
bis Baniſhment, are audreſt'd to Perſons well 
hnown to us, even at this diftanee; to have been 
conſiderable in that Court? oO DAS 
Nor was his Acquaintante leſs with the famous 
Poets of his Age, than with the Noblemen and 


Ladies; he tells you hmſeſs in a particular Ac 
Life, that Macet, Horace, Ti. 
bullus, Propertius, and many others of them were. 


his. familiar Friends, and that ſome of them” com. 
municated their Writings to him; but that he bad 
: ts 657; 5 | 


* 


only ſeen Virgil. Lu 5 
L533 | If 


- 


recited publick-' 
ly, according to the Cuſtom, were, \as he himſelf 
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If the uta af Nature bt ew rap 2 
— I know no Author -who "ran \yuſfl 99 
ard 2 m vſpevialiy incuhe D Pris of 

he Pin off . Prove Whigs! Hot Ineed 
the gene 7 Reader. 
or WEE dre ing inborn with u, we are 8 
rok — wear? — hc 
roles rim & them: Now Fl App 
any — rhis Port, wwherber" 
nor ih e ex A 275 Paſſion in p 
w Ihebr'Roer deſcribes 1 Perſons? 
reg bib are rbe e and. 2 
of haſt are N rd as Warr 
ariſe ee by: Mobi e 
. 
| bat. t Ni. 2 
bar b. often uit tob Pbincruiy far his en 
arid made his Perſons (peak more Hlouen th es 
= Violence of . ion e r Jo | 
thy witty" out of ran; 
ſmut e5 4 7 EA e, 
ry; falſe 5 e lO 
VVV 
10 e elſe ou ld he . 
his (the as was left unſfniſb a? Not bi 
fare Tun 2 — WY b Poem, vr 7 
the r het have bee | 
tren A — 2 — 
Seeg des , life, had evo 
fa 4 90 BU take” — rb ered as he" 
irre us ur) and it 4 le tnoweledg A5. 
2 ra, his Duteh Bed the Commentators, 
even 
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even of Julius Scaliger him/elf, that Setieca'e Cen- 
fare will ſtand good againſt hin;, 
Neſsivit quod bene ceſſit relinquere 
he never knew ho to give over, when he had done 
well: but continually varying the ſame Jenſe an 
bundred. Ways, and taking up in another Place, 
what he had more than enough inculcated befure, 
he ſometimes cloys bis Readers inſtead of ſatisfy- 
me them: Aud gives occaſion to his Tranſlators, 
who. dare not cover him, to bluſh at the Nakeane 
of their Father. This then 1s\the Alloy: of: Ovid 
Mriting, -which. is ſuſſicientſyrecoi 7 ogy bis u. 
her Excellencies ;nay this very Fault in not without 
its Beautzes : for the moſt ſevere Cenſor cannot but be 
plear dwiththe Prodigalit . of bis Wit, the) at the 
ſame time he could have wiſh'dgthat the Mafter-of 
t bad been a better Manager. Every thing which b 
does, becomes. him, and if. ſometimes he appear tos 
Gays yet there is. a ſecret Gracefulneſ of Naut 
which accompanies his Writings, though the Staid 
ne and oonrevep of dire be wanting. In the moſt 
material Part, which ir the Conduct, tis certain 
that he ſeldom has miſcarried; fon if bis Blegies 
be compar d with thoſ of Tibullus and Propertius, 
his Contemporaries, it will be faund that thoſt 
Poets ſeldom deſign d before they unit; And though 
- #he Language of Tibullus be more poliſp' d, and. 
the . Learning of Propertius, N in his 
Fourth Book, more ſet out to Oſtentat ion: Ter 
their common Practice, was to look no further 
before them than the next Line; whence it will 
ine vitably follow, that they can drive to no cer- 


tain 


OVID" EPISTLES. 
zin Point, but rumble 


from one Subßect to anc- 4 
her, and conclude'with ſomewhat-which is not of 
piece with their Beginning. 
Pupu eus latè qui ſplendeat ;; unus & alter 
Aſſuitur pannus: As Horace h .. 
though the Ver ſes are Golden, theꝝ are but patch d in. 
to the Garment. But our Poet has alwayr the Geal 
in his Eye, which directs hum in his Race; ſore 
Beautiful Deſign, which he firft eftabliſhes,. and 

then chntriues the: Means, which will natural 

condut? him to his End. This will be evident to Ju. 
dicious Readers: in this Wort of his Epiſtles, of 
which ſomewhat ,at leaſt in general, willbe expected. 
The Title of them in our late Editions is Epiſtolæ 
Heroidum, The Letters of the Heroines. . Hut 
Heinſius has Jaidg'd more truly, that the Inſcrip» 
tion of our Author: was barely, Epiſtles; bi 
he concludes from hig cited Verſes, where Ovid af 
ſerts this Work as bis un Invention, and not bor- 
rouꝰd om the Greeks; whom (as the Maſters, of 
their Learning,) the Romans «/ually. did imitate. 
But it appears not from their Writers, that any of 
the Grecians ever touch d upon this way, Ahh 
our Poet therefore juftly has vindicated to bim 
I quarrel not at the- Word Heroidum, becanſt 

tis ud by Ovid in bis Art of Love: 3 
Jupiter ad veteres ſupplex Hero:das ibat. 
But ſure he cou'd not be guilty of ſuch. an Overſight, 
to call his Work by the Name of Heroines, when © 
there are divers Men or Heroes, as namely Paris, 
Leander, and Acontius, ſoin d in it. Except Sa- 
binus, who writ /ome Anſwers to Ovid's Letters, 
| (Quam 


4 


r in hib Epiſtle of Arethufa 70 Lycotas, ich 


alen by their ring Which\ it the Reaſon: * fo 
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- (Quam celer è toto rediit.mens'othe: Sabinuy,) 
T remember > the Romansew90havwetreated 
on this Subjeft, ſave vnly Propertius; 4nd that bot 


itten ſo near the Style of Ovid; that it ſeems 
4 but an Imitation, and Fherefore ought. not to 
age our Poet of the Glory of his Invention... 
"Concerning this Work of the Epiſtles, Iſhall con. 
tent my ſelf to obſerve theſe few Particulars: Firſt, 
that they are generally granted to be the moſt per. 
Fect Piece of Ovid, and thut the Style of \them..is 
tenderly P fonar: and Courtly.;"two Properties 
well agreeing with the Perſons which were He- 
roines, and Lovers. Zet uber the Charak-: 
4 oer, as in 7 _ r 
cloſe to Nature; in drawing his Images after 
9 5 Life, though perhaps he has Romamis d 
hir Grecian Dames too mush, and made them 


etimes as if they had been born in the City of 
ome, and under the Empire of Auguſtus. There 


ſeems to be no great Variety in the particular Jul. 
jets which he has choſen; Moft 75 ed; 1-4 = 


being. written from Ladies 


many of the ſame Thoughts come back upon us. in 
divers Letters: But of the general Chunatter of 
Women which 1s Modeſty, he has taken à mbſt be- 
YVoming care; for bis amorous "Expreſſions: go 10 
775 than Virtue may allow, aud Leere may 
g read, as be intended them, by Matrons withaut 

4 Bluſh o dan 19991 
Thun was concerning the Poet: IV ham you find 
iranſlated 
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ranſlated by, divers Hands, that you may at/leaff 
aue that variety in the Engliſh, which the Su 
iel denied to the Author. of the Latin. It remain: 
hat I ſhould ſay ſomewhat of Poet ical Tranflati-. 
ng in general, and give my Opinion (with Sub. 
niſſion to better Judgments) which way of Verſion. 
eme to me moſt proper. JET: NT 


All Tranſlation 1 ſuppoſe may be reduced to theſe 
three Hears. lber oho en 10 
Firſt, That of H or turning an Aut bor 
Word by Word, aud Line by Line, from one Lan- 
guage into another. Tbus, or near this manner, 
was Horace 557 Art of Poetry tranſlated by Ben. 
Johnſon. . The ſecond Way ir that of Parapbraſe, 
or Tranſlation with Latitude, where the Author: 
is kept in view by the Tranſlator, ſo as never to 
be loſt, but his Words. are not ſo ſtrictiy folloui d 
as his Senſe, and that too is admitted to be ampli- 
fied, but not alter d. Such is Mr. Waller's Tren- 
ation of Virgil's, Fourth Hneid. The third li ay 
is that of Imitation, where the Tranſlator (if now 
he has not loſt that Name) aſſumes the liberty not 
only to vary from the Words and Senſe, but to 
for ſake. them both as he ſees'pecaſion: Aud tubing 
only ſome general Hints from the Original, to run 
2 on the Ground-work,' as he pleaſes. Such 

is Mr. Cowley's Practice in turning two Odes of 
Pindar, and one of Horace into Englin. 
Concerning the fit of theſs Methods," our Ma- 
ſter Horace has given us this Caution, 
Nec verbum verbo curabis reddere, fidus 
Interpres I * e 
Nor 


The PRE F ACE to 


Nor Word for Word too faithfully tranſlate. A. 
the Earl of Roſcommon has excellently render d 
it: Too faithfully is indeed pedantically : Tit a 
Faith like that which proceeds from Superſtition, 
Blind and Zealous: Take it in the Expreſſion of 
Sir John Denham, to Sir Rich. Fanſhaw, on hir 
Verſion of the Paſtor Fido. LIE 
That ſervile Path thou nobly do'ſt decline, 
Of tracing Word by Word, and Line by Line: 
A new and nobler Way thou doſt purſue, 
To make Tranſlations, and Tranſlators too: 
They but preſerve the Aſhes, thou the Flame, 
True to his Senſe, but truer to his Fame. 
Tis almoſt impoſſible to tranſlate verbally, and. 
well, at the ſame time; fr the Latin, (a moſt Se- 
vere and Compendious Language) often expreſſes 
that in one Word, which either the Barbarity, or 
the Narroume ſi of Modern Tongues cannot ſupply 
in more. *Tis frequent alſo that the Conceit 2s 
—_ in ſome Expreſſion, which will be loſt in 
Atque 1idem Venti vela fidemque ferent. | 
What Poet of our Nation is ſ happy to expreſs 
this Thought Literally in Engliſh, and to ſtrike 
Mit or almoſt Senſe out of it? 's 
In ſhort, the Verbal Copier is incumber'd with 
ſo many Difficulties at once, that he can never diſin- 
tangle himſelf from all. He is to conſider at the 
fame time the Thought of his Author and his Words, 
and to find out the Counterpart to each in another 
Language: And beſides this he is to confine him- 


ſelf to the Compaſs of Numbers, and the W 
thc, : 


O'V I'D: /EipT7 #PLES. 


＋ Rhims#\ Tis nuch like "dan 
Herd Legt: ARM mn 
ion, but he gra fade 2 Mot ion is not to be 


xpetted* And when wwe have — the beſt of its 
W of i but 4 oli Tart; . u of 
his ur bimfel, into 4 Danger 3 
| 5770 Neck * 


taping without breakin 
Johnſon coul not avoid Obſturity 
Tranſlat ion of Horace, artempted in the fame c. 
aſs of Lines: Nay Horace a Hem err 
have done it to a Greek Poet, 

Brevis eſſe laboro, Obſcurus fo. f mY 
ither Per ſpicuity or Grare fun will 
he wanting, Horace has indeed avoided both 1 
Rocks in his Tranſlation of the three firſt Lines Ye 
Homer's' Odyſſes, whien he has conratfed into 


o. 


n his Les 


Qui mores hominum _ m vidit & urbes: 
Muſe, ſpeak the Man, who ſince the Siege of Trey, 
80 . Towns, ſuch Change of Manners ſaw. 


ft But then the Sufferings of Ulyſſes, which 2 —. 
e onſia derable | 


of — Centence, ane omitred. 1 
(CO uννν ν u mAzy 


vile, literal Tranſlation, nat long ſince 


Cowley, to contrive another way of turning Au. 
thors into our Tung¹⁰ cui ey the lacrer of Fong \ 
Imitation, As they were INE 1. /uppoſe 1. 


— 


e, ere f 


Dic mihi Muſa Virum<hptzy poſt ten ra Frohe 1 


The Conſideration of ben Difficultier, is 4 Er- | i 
mule '$2w0>\' 
of our Famons Mita; Sir John Denham, and Mr. 


_— 


ro ſbar out of Sight, and leave his Reader at 4 
\ Gaze: So wild and ungavernuable a Poet cannot le 
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Communicated their Thoughts on this Subje 10 
each other, and therefore their Reaſons for it are 
little different : Though the practice of one is muth 
more Moderate. I tale Imitation of an Author, 
in their ſenſe, to be an Endeavour of a later Poet 
10 write lite que who has written before him on 
the ſame Jubel: That is, not ta tranſlate hs 
Wards, or to be canfin'd to his Senſe, but only 
ta ſof him as C Pattern, and to write, as he 15 
gaſos that Author would have done, bad he lid 
in our Age, and in our Country. Jet 1 dare not 
ſay that either of them have carried this libertine 
wy of rexgriug:Autbors (as Mr. Cowley calls it) 
fo far at my Definition reaches. For in the Pits 
darick Odes, the Cuftoms and Ceremonies of auci . 
ent Greece are /{ill preſervd: But I knaw not 
what Miſthief may ariſe hereafter from the Ex- 
ample of ſuch an Iunouat ion, when Writers of un- 
— Parts to him, ſuall imitate ſo bold. an Un 

raking. To add and todiminiſh what we pleaſe, 
which is the way avow'd by him, ought only ta be 
granted to Mr. Cowley, and that too only in his 
Tranſlation of Pindar, becauſe he alone was allle 
to make him ameuds, by. giving bim better of his 
own, when ever he refus d his Author*s Thoughts. 
Pindar is generally knows to be a dark Writer, to 
want Connexion, (I mean as to our underſtanding) 


tranſlated literally, bis Genius is too ſtrong te bear 
4 Chain, and Sampſon like, he ſhakes it offi. A 
- — 


Genius 
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Genius fo eleuated and wnconfin'd as Mr. Cowley's, 
was but necefary to mate Pindar t Engliſh, 
and that was to be perform'd by ne other way thes 
Imitation. But F Virgil, or Ovid, an any regu- 
lar intelligible Authors be thys 4d, "tis mo longer 


emory and Reputation of the 224 Sir 
1 am (who 2 mor ay Ch thas he 
rook hiwſelf,) gives this Reaſon far bis luncugs;- 
on, in his Ls 4. apy? Preface before the Tranſlation 
of the ſecond Aineid. Poetry is of fa ſubtile a Spi- 
rit, that in pouring out of one Language into ano- 
ther, it will all Evaporate; and if a new Spirit 
be not added in the Transfuſion, there will re- 
main nothing but a Caput Morsum. I cone. 
this Argument holds good againſt a literal Trauſſa- 
tion, but who defend; it? Imitation and verbal! 
7 Ver aan 


vn, whith ure the Charatters that diſtinguiſh, and 
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Perſion-are in my Opinion the two Extreamt, 
which ought to be avoided: And therefore when 1 
have fropos'd the Mean betwixt them, it will be 
een how far his Argument will reach. . 
No Man is capable vf tranſlating Poetry, who 
beſides a Genius to that Art, is not a Maſter both 
of bir Author's Language, and of his. 8wn: Nor 
muſt we under ſtand tb Language only of 4 Poet, 
but hir particular turn of Thoughts, and Expreſſi- 


as it ue individuate him from all other W titers, 


When we are come thus far, tis time to look into 


our ſelves, to conform our Genius to his, to give 
his Thought either the ſame turn, if our Tongue 
Will bear it, or if not to vary but the Dreſ3, nat 
to alter or deſtroy the Subſtance. The like. Care 
muſt be taken of the more outward Ornaments, the 


Words; when they appear (which is but ſeldom) 


litterally graceful, it were an Injury to the Au- 
thor that they ſhould be chang'd: But ſince every 
Language is /0 full of its own Proprieties, that 
what 1s Beautiful in one, is often Barbarous, nay 
ſometimes Nonſenſe in another, it would beunrea- 
ſonable to limit aTranſlator to the narrow Compaſs 
of his Author's Words: *Tis enough if he chuſe out 
ſome Expreſſion which does not vitiate the Senſe. 
J ſuppoſe he may ſtretch his Chain to ſuch a Lati- 
tude, but by innovation of Thoughts, methinks he 
breaks it. By this Means the Spirit of an Author 
mey be transfus'd, and yet not loſt : Aud thus tis 


plain, that the Reaſon alledged by Sir John Den- 


ham, 


— ASQ = k—S Y 


Sn Co 
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ham, has no further force thun to Expreſſan: Lor 
Thought, i it be tranſlated. truly, cannot die laſt in: 
another Language, but the Words. rbat con vey it 
to our Apprehenſion (which are the 4 Ore. 
nament of that Thought) may be te ſoot 2 = boſe. 75 1 
make it appear in an unhan 
it of its native. Luſtre. -T, ny 4s ph May's — 
berty to be 'allow'd for the Expreſſion, gs is. 
it neceſſary that Words and — ſhould beconfin'd 
to the Meaſure of their Original. The Senſe of an 
Aut bor, generally ſpeaking, ic to le ſacred and 
Inviolabie. If the Fancy. of Ovid be luxuriant, 
tis his Charaito to be ſo, and if I retrentb it, 
he is no. longer Ovid. It will be 'd-that be 
receives Advantage by this lopping o F his fuperfiu- 
eur Branches, but I rejoin that aTranſlatar has no 
ſuch Right: When a Painter Copies from the l. Life, 
1 ſuppoſe he has no privilege to alter Features, ow 
Lineaments,. under pretence that his Picture will 
look better; perhaps the Fare whichhe has drawn 
would be more Exact, if the Eyes, or Noſe were at 
ter d, but *tis his Buſineſs to male it neſemble the 
Original. In two Caſes only there m 7 a ſeemmg as 
ficulty ariſe, that is, if th& Thought be natorzouſly 
trivialor diſhoneſt: But the — eber wall ſerve 
for bot, e ben hey . not to be Tranſlated. 
8 * — AY que 
Deſpe res eractarg digoſeery poſſe, relinquas. 
Thus I haue ventur d to give my Opinion on thus 
Subject againſt the Authority of tuo great Men, but 
J K without Offence to eher of their Memories, 


r B 3 for 157 
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for T both low'd them living, and reverence them 
wow they are dead. But if after what I have 
arg'd, it be thought by better Judges, that whe 
pruiſe of aTranſlation confiffs in adding wew Beans 
ties to the Piece, thereby to recompence the loſs 
which is ſaftuins by change of Language, I ſhaltbe 

Willing to be thnght m_— _ to Fecant. In — 
nth me it feems to me, that the tYar Reaſor 
we have ſo few Pages which art tolerable, tt 
= from the too cloſe purſbing of the Author: 

enſe; but betanye New few who have abt 

the Talents which are requiſite for Tramſl rim 
and that there is [0 little Praiſe and. —— 45 
courngement for — try 4 part pere of Leer 
To apply in fhort, what has been. rhirgre 
eur Work, the Reader will here 2 t 
Ti Tranſlations, with ſome little Latitudè or 4 
rion from the Authors Senſe: That of none i 
Paris, ir in My. Cowley 75 way 5 of Ini nh 
7 was dtd to ſay he the Author, who it of the 
Fair Sex, . ＋ not Latin. Bat if fhe does 
mt, I m afraid ſhe has givn us occaſion to be 
TR who do. 6 0 

or my own part I am ready tb ac knowheage, 
hat 1 Nur e the Ruler which I have 
yiun; and taken more Liberty thaw & 1. Tranfla 
Lin will allow. But ſo many Gentlemen, whoſe 


Mit and Learning are well known, being join d 
In ir, I doubt not but their Excellencies wall } mae 


oh ample Sati:fattion for my Errors. 
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Sir - CARR. S ROPE. Bar, 


The ARGUMENT... 7 
The Poeteſi Sapho, forſaken by her Ever Phaon, 
(who was 56% Lesbòs 0 Sicily) and re- 
6040 4, Pair, to drown her Hell. writes 
this Letter to bim rene dre 42 n 


EE j 7 1 


'HILE Phiow to the Flatning Aline 
Oonſum d, with no leſs Fires, poor Sapho 
[ buen; 1 burn, fike kindted Fields of Corn, Lies 
When by the driving Winds the Flames are born. 
My Muſe and Late can now no longer pleaſe; 
They are ti Employmetits of a Mind at caſe. 


B 4 


Wan- 


. — eo 


2 OVID BRISTLES. 
Wand'ring from Thought to Thought I ſit alone 
| All Day, and my once dear Companions: ſhun. ; - 
In vain the Lesbian Maids claim each a part, 
W Whete thou alone haſt tt en up all xe Heart. (, 
Ah lovely Youth! how can'ſt thou cruel prove, 
When blooming Years and Beauty bid thee love? 
If none but equal Harms thy Heart can bind, 
Then tc y elf alone thou mult be ift. 
vet e as I am, mere: was a time 
When det thought g me  wotthy his . ; 
A Thouſand tender ching 40 Mind Leal * 
For they who truly: love. remember all alt ©. Is 88 
Delighted with the Muſick of my Tongue, 
Upon my Words: with ſilent Joy he hung, a 
And ſnatehing Kiſſes, ſtopid me as I fung. 
Kiſſes, whoſe melting touch his Soul did move, 
The Earneſt of the coming Joys of Love. 
| Then tender Words, ſhort Sighs; and thouſand 
Of. wanton Arts W me to his Arms ; UL. Pp 


- 


"Till 


„. 


"ill 


poo. - iy 1 
Till both expir ing with tumaituogs Joys; 1299q2 
A gentle Faigrnęſs did our Lambs furprize.: D- 
Beware, Sicilian Ladies, abs; Dewnre ; / 116 
How you receive my. faighleſs Wanderer. ,; yy 
You too will be abus d. if, Ju helieve 3401 i 
The flat ring: Words that hg Ig, well can gig, 
Looſe to the Winds] let.my/flowing Hos | 
No more with fragrant Scents perfumethe A 
But all my.Dreſs. diſcovers wild Deſpair. ;.. /11; 4 
For whom, alas) ſhould now my,Art, be ſhowp}- 
The only Man I car d to pleaſe;is gone. 1 


Oh let me once more ſee: thoſę Eyes of things, - 
Thy Love I ask not, do but Juffer mine. 1.117 


Thou wighi ' ſt at leaſt; have ta en thy laſt Farewel, 
And feign'd a Sorrow which thou didſt not feel. 
No kind remembring Pledge was ask'd by, thee, 
And nothing left hut Injuries; with me. 


41 


Witneſs, ye Gods, with what a Deathrlixe Cold 
My Heart was ſeiz d, when firſt thy! Flight was told. 


3 


Speech - 


4 OVID? £PIGO7TLES. 
| Speechleſs and ſtupid for «'while I lay 
And neither Words nor Tears could find their * 
But when my ſwelling Paſſion fore d a vent, 
With Hair diſheveP'd, Clothes in pieces tent; h 
Like ſome ſad Mother thebugh the Streers I rim 
Wh to his Grave attends her btily Sn. 
ELxpos d to all the World my ſelf I fee, : 


Forgetting Virtue, Fame, and all but thee; 
80 ill, alas! do Love and Shame agree! 
is chou alone that art my eonſtant Care, 
In pleaſing Dreams thou comfoteM my Deſpair ; 
Ant mak ft the Night, that does rhy Form ny 
Welcome to me above the faireſt Dax. 
Then ſpight of Abſence, I thy Love injoy; 
In cloſe Imbraces lock'd methinks we lye: 
Thy tender Words 1 hear, thy Kiſſes feel, »/ 
With all the Joys that Shame forbids to tell. 
But when! waking miſs thee from my Bed, WA 


And all my pleaſing Images ate fled; 


SAPHO V PHAVUN. 


þ + „ 


hay me down, and try to ſleep; again. 
So0N as I riſe I haunt the Caves nnd Groves, VI 
(Thoſe conſtious Scenes of our ate happy Lidves) 


And ta my ſelf with ſad Diſtraction tal. 
Then big with Grief I throw me on the Groudd, 
And view the melaneholy Graz ound. 
Whoſe hanging Roof of Moſs and craggy Stomt 
Delights my Eyes above the brighteſt Throne; 
But when I ſpy the Bank; whoſe graſſie Het 


On thy forſaken ſide I lay me doẽ , 7 
And with a ſhow'r of Tears the Place I drown. 


As if for thee they put their Mourning on. 
No warbling Bird does now with Muſick fill 
The Woods, except the mournful Phzilomel. 
With hers my diſmal Notes all Night agree, 
Of Tereus ſhe complains, and I of thee, 


here like ſotne frantick Butchavs) I walls) 10) | 


Retains the Print our weary Bodies made? 


The Trees are wither'd all fince thou art gone, 


Un- 


ue dear deluding Viſion to retaimm 


Oh could thy Eyes but reach my dreadful State, 


6öͥ́ ꝙ&vo0 VID EPGTSTLES. 
Ungentle Vouth i didſt thou but ſee me mburn 


Hard as thouagt: thou wou dſt, thou wou'dſt return, 


My conſtant falling Tears the Paper ſtain, 


As now I ſtand prepar'd for ſudden Fate, 


Thou cou dſt not ſee this naked Breaſt of mine 


Daſht againſt Rocks, rather than join d to thine, 
Peace, Japho, peace thou ſend'ſt thy fruitleſs Cr ies 
Toone more hard than Rocks, more deaf than Seas. 
The#flying Winds bear thy Complaints away, 
But none will ever back his Sails convey:- 
No longer then thy hopeleſs Love attend 571 
But let thy Life here with thy Letter end. 
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SAPHO to  PHAOK. 


z2 Noe 

Wholly Tranſlated. 1 
1 α r., of 

27 DNF 5ITT 

By Mr. 7 7 — all 
Fcand, 


AY, YR Youth, that — . 
8 Can Phaon's Eyes forget his Sapho's Hand? 
Muſt then her Name the wretched Writer prune? 
To thy Remembrance loſt, as to thy Love 
Ask not the cauſe that I new Numbers chaſe, / / | 
The Lute neglected, and the Lyric Muſe; ;.' 
Love taught my Tears in ſadder Notes to flow, 
And tun'd my Heart to Elegies of Woe. 


8 —OVID'” &PISTLES. 
I burn, I burn, as when thro? ripen'd Corn 
Bydriving Winds the ſpreading Flames are born! 

Pb tO Arna's ſcorching Flelds retires, 
While I conſume with more than Ætua's Fires! 
No more my Soul a Charm in Muſick finds, 

Muſick has Charms alone for peaceful Minds: 

Soft Scenes of Solitude no more can pleaſe, 

Love enters there, and I'm my own Diſeaſe : 

| No more the Lesbian Dames my Paſſion move, 
Onee the dear Objects of my guilty Love; 

All other Loves are loſt in only thine, 

Ah Youth ungrateful toaFlamelike mine! [pri 

Whom wou'd not all thoſe blooming Charms ſur- 

Thoſe heav'nly Looks, and dear deluding Eyes? 

The Harp and Bow wou'd you like Phebus bear, 


7 


A brighter Phæbus, Phaow might appear; Ar 
Weor'd you with Ivy wreath your flowing Hair, If: 
Not Bacchus ſelf with Phaon cou'd compare: Bu 
Ver Phebus lov'd, and Bacchus felt the Flame, By 
One Daphne warm'd, and one the Cretan Dame; / 
Nymphs 


0 


. 7 ated. 6 _ 
* * 
Fey IS * 1 
F po 


5 A HO P HATQ N. 1 
ö ymphs that in Verſe. no marocow'd rial mes 

an ev'nthoſeGads contend in Charms withthee 

e Muſes teach me all their ſaſteſt Lans, ae 7 
\nd the wide World reſounds with Sash ebe ; 
10' great Alcæus more ſublimely ing. 
\nd ſtrjkes with bolderRage the ſounding Strings, 
No leſs Renown attends the moving Lyre, 


rn! 


Tres! 


Which Cupid tunes, and Venus does inſpire. | . 
To me what Nature has in Charms deny'd : | . 
Is well by Wit's more laſting Charms ſupply d. 
Tho' ſhort my Stature, yet my Name extends 
To Heav'n it ſelf, and Earth's remateſt Ends. 
Brown as I am, an Aithiopionx Dame +, 
Inſpir'd young Perſeus with a gen raus Flame. 
Turtles and Doves of diff ring Hues, unite, + 
And gloſſy Jett is pair'd with ſhining White. 
If to no Charms thou wilt thy Heart reſign, 
But ſuch as merit, ſuch as equal thine, 

By none alas! by none thou can'ſt be mord, | 


Phaon alone by Phaon muſt be lov-!d i 
| | Let 


to OVIDY K Tark EE 
Vet ente thy S2pho'cowd thy Cares employ" 
Oftte i in ner Arens You centerid all your Joy 247 
Still all; tnöſe Joys to tn Remembratice mee 

- Forth! how vaſt a Memory bas Love? 
My Muſick, then, you cou'd' for ever hear, el! 
And all my Words. were Muſick to your Ear. 
You ſtop'd with Kiffes my inchanting Tongue, 
And found my Kiſſes ſweeter than my 1 4 4 
In all I pleasd, but moſt in what was beſt: 
And the laſt Joy was dearer than the reſt; d, | 
Then with each Word, each Glance, each foiion 
You ſtill enjoy'd;' and yet you ſtill deſir'd; ; 
Till all diſſolving in the Trance we lay, N 6 
And in tumultuous Raptures dy d awayyp. 
The fair Sicilians now thy Soul inflame” 1 
Why v was I born; ye Gods, a Lesbian Dame? 
But ah beware, Sicilian Nymphs ! nor boaſt 
That wandring Heart which I ſo lately loſt; 
Nor be with all thoſe tempting Words abu#a;" 
Thoſe tempting Words were all to Saphd ud. 
SI : An 4 


SAPHOπνο P HAN . 1 
And you that rule icihoss happy Pins, | WJ 
i Have pity, Venus, on your Poer's Pai! ag > 
Shall Fortune till in one ſad Tenor run. 
„und ſtil increaſe the Woes fo ſoon begun, ;,. ,. 


Enur'd to Sorrows from my tender Vears, 
My bi Aſhes drank my early Tears. 
My Brother next, neglecting Wealth and. F ie, | 
my [gnobly burn'd in a deſtructive Flame. A „ 
An Infant Daughter late my Griefs increaſt, | 
And all a Mother's Cares diſtract my Breaſt, " 
rd, Alas, what more could Fate it ſelf impoſe, | n 
But Thee, the laſt and greateſt of niy Veen : 
No more my Robes in waving Purple flow, 4 15 
Nor on my Hand the ſparkling Diamonds low. 
No more my Locks in Ringlets curl d diffuſe, 
The coſtly Sweetneſs of Arabian Dews, * 
Nor Braids of Gold the. vary'd Treſſes bind, 


That fly diſorder'd with the wanton Wind : 


5 
1 0. 


0 * 
Je . } 


For whom ſhou'd Sapbo uſe ſuch Arts as theſe 5 
He's gone, whom only ſhe deſir'd to pleaſe! i 
4 cis 
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Cupid's light Darts my tender Boſom move, 
Still is there eule for Jupho Mill to b ': 
So from my Birth the Jie, fd my Doom, 1210 


And gave t0 Venus all my Life to come; 


Or while my Maſe in melting Notes GAY | 


My Heart relents, and anſwers to my Strains. 


By Charmslike thine whichall my Soul havewon, 


Who might not—ah! who wou'd not be undone? 
For thoſe, Aurora Cephalus might ſcorn, 


And with frefh Bluſhes paint the conſcious Morn. 
For thoſe might Ouchia lengthen Phaon's Sleep, 


And bid Endymion nightly tend his Sheep. 
Venus for thoſe had rapt thee to the Skies, 


But Mars on thee might look with Venus Eyes. b 


O ſcarce a Youth, yer ſcarce'a tender Boy! 

O uſeful Time for Lovers to employ! _ 
Pride of thy Age, and Glory of thy Race, | 
Come to theſe Arms, and melt in this Embracel 
"The Vows you never will return, receive; © 


And take at leaſt the Love thou wilt not ge. 
See, 


© — > = 2 > >= =» =» „  — 


Ne 
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See, while I write, my rds are ioſt n eats 3 
The leſs my Senſe, the more my Love agent. 
Sure twas not much to pid ONE kind Adiens 
(At leaſt co feign was never hard to yon.) 
Farewel my Lesbian Love! you might haye, aid, 
Or coldly thus, Fureuri ob Lesbian Meid/ 

n, No Tear did you, no parting : Kiſs tegeixe, 
e? Nor knewd then how mueh I was 40 grieve. 

No Gift an thee;thy Sapho cou'd gonfer, 
And M rongs and Woes were allyou laft withcher. 
No Qharge I gave you, and no Charge gourd give, 
But this; Be mindſul of our Loves, and live. 


Now by the Nine, «hoſe Pgw'rs agdor'd by, we, | 


s. Aud Love, the God that ever waits pn thee, 


When finſt I heard (from whom I hardly knew) . 


That you were fled, and all my Joys with you, 


Grief chillid,my;Breaſt, and ſtop d my, 2 
No Sigh toriſe,no Tear had poꝶ t toſlow as 
Fir d in a-ſtupid Lethargy of Woe. 


ee, 6 2. 7 | But 


* 
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SAPHO PHAON == 


Like dome fad Status, ſpeechleſs, pale, I tod 


* 


My Woes, thy Crimes, I to the World proclaim; 


14 _ OVID'. EPISTLES.. 

But when its way th” impetuous Paſſion found, 
Irend my Treſſes, and my Breaſts I wound, 
Ixave, then weep, J curſe, and then complain, 
Now ſwell to Rage, now melt in Tears agaifi. 
Not fiercer Pangs diſtract the mournful Dame, 
Whoſe firſt-born Infant feeds the Fun'ral-Flame, 

My ſcornful Brother with a Smile appears, 
Infults my Woes, and triumphs in my Tears, 
His hated Image ever haunts my Eyes, & 
And why this Grief? thy Daughter lives; he cries 
Stung with my Love, and furious with Deſpair, 
All torn my Garments, and my Boſom bare, 


Such inconſiſtent things are Love and Shame! 
_  *Tis thou art all my Care and my Delight, 
My daily Longing, and my Dream by Night: 
O Night more pleaſing than the brighteſt Day 
| When Fancy gives what Abſence takes away, 
And dreſt in all its viſionary Charms, 
Reſtores my fair Neſerter to my Arms! 
g . Then 


zen round your Neck in wanton Wreaths Itwine, 
hen you, methinks, as fondly circle mine: 
\ thouſand tender Words, I hear and ſpeak; 
thouſand melting Kiſſes, give, and take: 4 
en fiercer Joys — I bluſh to mention theſe, 

et while I bluſh, confeſs how much they pleaſe! 
zut when with Day the ſweet Deluſions fly, 

und all things wake to Life and Joy, but], 
\s if once more forſaken; I complain, 
und cloſe my Eyes, to dream of you again. 
hen frantick riſe, and like ſome Fury rove 
ro! lonely Plains, and thro' the ſilent Grove, 
is if the Glent Grove; and lonely Plains 
hat knew my Pleaſures, cou'd relieve my Pains, 
view the Erotto, once the Scene of Love, | 
he Rocks around, the hanging Roofs above, 
hich charm'd me more, with Native Moſs o'er 
aan Phryg inn Marble or the ParianStone Sn 
find the Shades that did our Joys conceal, 

ot Ming who made me love thoſe Shadesſowe!l, 


by Here 


SAPHO rP HAON., 1 


16 OVID EPBFSFLUES. 
Here the pref Herbs with bending "tops betray 
Where oft ent wird in arm'rous Fotds we lay 
I kiſs that Ebrth which ove was preft by y 
And alt with Tears the with'ring Herbs b&gely, 
For thee the fading Frets appear to monrny en 
And Birds defer their Songs till thy Retiifi: 
Night ſhades the Groves, and all in 8 7 
All, but the mournful Philemel and I: 
With mournful Philomb I join thy ain 
Of Terens ſhe, of Phaon 1 complain. 

A Spring there i is, whoſe Silver Waters ſhow, 
Clear as 2 Gldſs; the ſhining Sands below; | 
A flow'ry Lorot ſpreads i its Arms above, 134 
Shades all the Banks, and ſeems it ſelf a Grove; 
Eternal Greens the moſſie Margin grace, 
Watch'd by the Sylvain Genius of the Place. 
Here as Lay and ſwell'd with Tears the Flood, 
85 Before my Sight a Watry Virgin ſwod, 
She ſtood and cry*d, . O you that love in vain! 
661 F ly hence; and ſeek the far Leucauian Main; 

«6 Thee 


SAPH Oe PHAON., »7 
« There: ftands a Rock from whab: inpopdins 
« Apolta's Fane ſurveys the rolling Deep: © Ser | 
There iniur'd Loyers, leaping from above, + 
4 Theix Flames, extinguiſh, and forget to love 
« Dexcahion. once with hopeleſy Fury burm d, 
« In vain he lov'd, relentleſs Pyrrha ſcorn'd ; 
66 But when from hence he plung d intothe Main, 
% Dencelion ſcorn'd, and Pyrrha lov d in vaig. 
* Haſte $9phv, haſte, from high Levcagia throw 
: Thy wretched Weight, nor dread the Deeps 
OW, „below! . var : 
be ſpoke, and vaniſh:d with the Voice riſe, 
And ſilent Tears fall trickling from my Eyes. 
I go, ye Nymphs] thoſe Rocks and Seas toprove ; 
How much I fear, but ah! how much I love? 
Igo, ye Nymphs! where furious Love inſpine: 
Let Female Fears ſubmit to Female Fires 
To Rocks and Seas I fly from Phon's Hate, | 
And begs from Seas and Rocks a milder Fate. 
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18 ovids EPISTLES ' 
Ve gentle Gales, beneath my Body blow; La 
And ſoftly lay me on the Waves below! 
And thou; kind Love, my ſinking Limbs caſthin 
Spread thyſoft Wings, and waft me o'erthe = 
Nor let a Lover's Death the en Flood 25 
| fine! -- e 
On Phebus Shrine my . Ill then beſtow,” 
And this Inſcription ſhall be plac'd below. 
Here She who ſung, to Him that did inſpire, 
b Sapho to-Phebus conſecrates her Lyre; © * 
«© What ſuits with Sapho, Phabus ſuitswith thee; 
The Gift, the Giver, and the God agree. 
But why alas, relentleſs Youth ! ah . 
' T5 diſtant Seas muſt tender Sapbo fly! 1 
Thy Charms than thoſe may far more powerful be 
And Phebus ſelf is leſs a God to me. 
Ah! canſt thou doom me to the Rocks and Sea, 
O far more faithleſs and more hard than they? 
Ahl canſt thou rather ſee this tender Breaſt 
Daſh'd on ſharp Rocks, than to thy Boſom preſt? 
This 


7 . 


SAPHO #'P HAON ag 
is Breaſt-which once,invain! youlik d ſo well: 
Where the Lover played, and where: the Aufer 
Alas! the Auen nou no more inſpire, 85 JF 
Untumd my Lute, and ſilent is my Lyrey ont 

My languid Numbers have forgot to flu w, 

And Fancy inks beneath a Weight of Woe. 

Ye Lesbian Virgins, and ye Lesbian Dames, 
Themes of my Verſe, and Objects of my Flames, 
No more your Groves with my gladSongs ſhallring, 
No more theſe: Hands ſhall touch the trembling 
Since Phaon fled I all thoſe Joys reſign, String: 
Wretch that Iam, I'd almoſt calld him minel- 
Return fair Youth, return, and bring . 
Joy to my Soul, and Vigour to my Song: 
Abſent from thee, the Poet's Flame expires, 


But ah! how fiercely burn the Lover's Fires K 


One ſavage Heart, or teach it how to love? 
The Winds my Pray 'rs, my Sighs, my Numbers ben 
The flying Winds have loſt them all in Air! 


Gods! canno Pray” s, no Sighs, no Numbers more 


. 1 
— e 
* 


10 


OVID EP ISTLIAERS. _ 
Oh when, alas? ſhall more auſpicious Galei 
To thefe fond Eyes reſtore thy welcome Gab? 
IF you return—ab why theſe. long Delays? || 
Poor Jap}! dies while e eee we! 
O launch thy Bark, nor fear the watry — N 
Venus fot ther flall ſmooth her native Main- 
O launch thy Bark, fecure of profp/rous Gales, 
For thee ſhalt Capsd ſpread the ſwelling Sails. 
IF you will fly—(yet ah! what Cauſe can be, 
Too cruel Youth, that you ſhou'd fly from me?) 
Ir not fram Pha I muſt hope for Eaſe, - 
And let me ſeek it from the raging Seas: 
| F rom thee to thoſe, unpity'd, I'll remove, 
And either ceaſe to * or "Foals: to love! 


7 
| , 
* * * * wt 
Cai ( / ( 
. N 7 , . 7 
6 * P 
# 


av * 5 
"1 2 % 
v4 abs ; 
- o ; : 
* 9 
1 . * — 
* 


- 
e *% 
* 
* t - £ * 4 - 
. | : f " . ['** * 1 . 
| Y y . * L. 0 o 
* . ' , | ; | 
3 : * * 1 
. - - . * % 4 4 * 
| n 
: \ : * f 
8 * * 
N 8 a F 
'T 
. 
* 2 * * 
, 2 * 4 
+» wt 7 1 * y 
„ - a 
= * ? 7 * 9 W 
1 
1 
* L «> 
* l 
—- 
1 
' / 
* 0 2 
* # V 
nu ö 
* 
- , v 
* F * 
. bd 27 
N . e "IS. 
+ = v7 4 
> 290 1 « ” 
; 7 119 2 
- 9 = 
"4 
. t + *-, N 
* 4 
— 
2 od WW * 
3 7 
0 — p 
, > 
F © o 
® . 
* * 4.0 ; * 
1 * * 
1 = 
o * * 
1 * 
ö * 
" " 
* ' L 
4 r 1 . — 
5&., ” th 8 
o * wo 8 
| > ea . « ! 
- ' N 
: * 
ls > 
* 6 * 
N t 
he x 


4 [ * T4 
- Y; | . 
1 | 1 x | | 
g ES Ak 


% : : < 
. 4 
” 
* 
** ; 14 
4 N 4 
» - — . | 
b * f | 
F vs # | 2468 
of ; 4 _ . — 
; 
" - | As 
„ 0T A * 8 
ö a , | L.. 
* 9 1 
| . g . * 3 we 
1 * 1 * - : 
0 & 4 N 1 4 _ 
, : | ' \ * : " * — 4 
| : 
OS * 2 \ 
l | | 4 4 CT * > 
4 . . - Os @ > 3 [ = 
: E 4% . N 
52 „ 17 
© . * 1 - a " > 1 = 
4 I * 9 9 bs & - «+ a. p 
” -- ” — SW; £ 
* o as FX -þ# . 
© 7 _—_ = * 
15 4 - 4 * - 
F * a N. LET * * 
Wy : M7 
— 2 7 | 
7 
„ ' a 
——_— 4 . E 2 2 A 
R L ; b 1 = 1 z . * * 
9 9 ö | 
K * — #+ 
- p c 
50 9 
| : 
. — 
+ #5 i 
2 1 «1 ' 
* Y * N 
* * E 
I p = - 
* 
, 61 
- 4 


LECEET ET ——— — 2 „„ 
— —ůů ODD 2 WT 7777711 — 
” 
- CET 7777 


CANACE νο MA AREUs. az 
My Cheeks no longer did their Colour boaſt, 
uV. Food grew loathſome, and my Strength Lloke 
Still e'er I ſpoke, a Sigh wou'd ſtop my Tongue; 
Short were my Slumbers, and my Nights were long. 
knew not from my Love theſe Griefs did grow, 
Yet way; alas, the thing I did not knom. 
My wily Nurſe by long Experience found, 
And firſt diſcover'd to my Soul its Wound, 
Tis Love, ſaid ſhe; and then my down-caſtEyes, 
And guilty Dumbneſs, witneſs'd my e 3 
Forc'd at the laſt, my ſhameful Pain I tell: 
And, oh, what follow'd! we both awed 
« When half denying, more than half e 
« Embraces warm'd me to a full Conſent? 10 

« Then with tumultuous Joys my Heart did . 


« And Guilt that made them anxious made them | # 
But now my ſwelling Womb ee gl 1 
And rifing Weight my ſinking Limbs: oppreſt: 
What Herbs, what Plants, did not my Nurſe 3 
To make Abortionby their pow rful Juice fL Aue, 
What 


oy 1 


44 8D E ISTLES. 


What Med'cines try d we not, to thee unknown 
Our firſt Crime common ; this was mine alone. 
But the ſtrong Child, ſecure in his dark Cell, 
With Natures Vigour did our Arts repel. - 
And now the pale-fac'd Empreſs of the Night, 
Nine times had fill d her Orb with borrow'd Light: 
Not knowing was my Labour, I complain 
Of ſudden Shootings, and of grinding Pain; 
My Throes came thicker, and my Criesencreak 
Which with her Hand che confciousNurſeſupprett 
To that unhappy Fortune was I come, 
Fain urg dy Clamours; but Fear kept me Dumb. 
With imwerd Struggling I reftrain'd my-Cries}/ | 
And drunk the Tears that trickled from my Eyes 


+ 3. 
7 


Death was in Gght, Lucius gave no Aids  - 
And even my Dying had my (guilt; betray:d. 
Thou cams and in thy Count ance fate Deſpgir 
Rent ere thy Garments all, and torn thy fair: 
oe; :foigning Comfort -which thou e 
Fre n by Arms, and warne me 0 ye) 7 
7 For 


CANACE tn MACAREUS. * 
or both our ſakes, (ſaidit then) peeſerye Lies 
ive, my dear Siſter, and my deazer Wiſe, 
ais d by chat Name, with my laſt Pangs ee | 
[ch Pow!r have Words, when ſ@okedyahaſcwe 
be, Ihe Babe, a5 if he heand what thou hadſtſworn, 
ight ih haft Joy fprang forward to he ho m. 
hat helps it to have woather d aut ane Storm? 
Fear of our Cunber does another fonmm. 
High an his Hall, rook'd-im a Ohair uf Btite, 
we King with his tempeſtuous Comncid fave; 
I brough this large Room our only Bailage dat, 
nb By which we cou'd the newborn Habe cu. 
„ Nosathad in her Lap, the bold Nnrfebore him out 
% Wich Olive Branches, er rund ihunts 

And, mutt ring Prayirs, as Holy Rites ne eα, 
rough ahe dividediCrond unqueſtion'd wear, | | 
air: WI Juſt at he Door th'umbappy infant cry d:. 1 47 
air: The Grasdſire heurd him, ene Wee 
Swift as a Wir wind / to the Nurſe he flies, 
And deafs his tomy ufs wich lis Ces. 5 
With 


own! 
one. 


. 
9. 


call, 


ell. 


2 OVID EPIST-LES./ 
With one fierce Puff he blows mee, 
Expos d , the ſelf-diſcover'd Infant lay- 
The Noiſe reach'd me, and my ti Mina 
Too ſoon its own approaching Woes divin d. 
Not Ships at Sea with Winds are ſnaken more, 
Nor Seas themſelves. when angry Tempeſts roar, 
Than I, when my loud Father's Voice I hear: 
The Bed beneath me trembled with my Fear. 
He ruſh'd upon me, and divulg'd my Stain 
Scarce from my Murther coud his Hands refrain. 
I only anſwer'd him with ſilent Tears; 
They flow'd; my Tongue was frozen up with Fear 
His little Grand- child he commands away. 
To Mountain Wolves and ev'ry Bird of Prey. 
The Babe cry'd out, as if he underſtood, 
And begg'd his Pardon with what Voice hecou'd. 
By what Expreſſions can my Grief be ſhown? 
(Yet you may gueſs my Anguiſh by your own). 
To ſee my Bowels, and what yet was worſe, 
Your Bowels too, condemn'd to ſuch a Curſe! 

| Out 
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CANACEn MACARDYS. '.22. | 
way: W Out went the King: my Voice its freedom found,, 
I Breaſts I beat, my blubbber;d Checks Hrpund. 
lind I And now appear d che Meſſenger of Death; : 4 
ssd were his Locks, and ſcarce he drew his Rresth ; 
e, ¶ Toſay, Tour Father ſends you— (with that Mo IT 
Oar, His trembling Hands preſented me a Sword: 3 a 
Luar Father fendt you this; "and rr ee bee, = 
* That your own Crimes the uſe of it will ſhow., 77 
265 eee 
al. I is Preſent ſhall be treaſur d in my Heart. 
uc theſe the Nuptial Gifts a Bride receines?, - 5 
Ars. WY And this the fatal Dow'r a Father gives? by . | 
mon Goa of Ame hm hy comm Diggs 
uad take thy Torch from this deteſted Place: 
laſtead of that, let Furies light their Brands: 1 11 
And fire my Pile with their Infernal Hands. 
With happier Fortune miy my Siſters ved: ; 1 f 
wd by the dire Example of the dead. 
: or thee, poor Babe, what Crime cou'd they 125 
How cou'd thy Infant Innocence offend? ? 211 Af 
D as | x | 


24 Obbi 
A Gut Gere Wüs; but Oh that Güllt Was nne! | 
Th Tuffer m Fer 4 Sin that wus hot tlie. 

— Thy: Möthet ts Gren Qriie 1 Bat JR ed, 
Seth 0 my BYhe, Aid both to de deteya 

1 of my teeimig Womb! 

Drag A Heftig Hh thy Cradle te thy Toth! 

Thy thts Lffe Lchud not Vw, 

Nor we s Fung Ctid II/ to cy Gre 1 i 

Nor an thy nid coul offer iy mern Har; 

Not ſhec the Grief witch tender Whers Bear 

Yer 1otlg bu tilt not from my Arinb be vn 

For ſoon 1 WII Oeftatte thy Tifarit Set. 

But then, uh Loe, Anf 500 y .de He, 
perfortn lis Funtrals wich patettial Ce. 
His ſeater Limbs with my dad Body . 

| And once more join us in the pious Urn. 

Ik on thy wotthited Breaſt thou drop wry 
Think for ole ſite thy Breaft char We 
And faithfufty ry lit Defres full, Ie 


As I. — ee with: © 99 
Phill 
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| The AR G U MEN T. 5155412 
Demophoon, who wes Sox to Jheſeus ana Phedra, 
in l from the Trojan Way jnto ts 
Country washy a Tempe driven wan theGopſts - 
of Thrace;z where Phillis, wbo was they Queen 


hrace, entertain d und Marry d him. When 
he bad flay d with her ſome Time fie beard that = 

' Meneſtheuswas dead, (uh after he hadConquer's 
Theſeus, had ufurp'4 thr Government Athens) 
audunder pretenceof ſettling bis own Aﬀgirey be 
went to Athens, and promis'd the Quern that be 
| would rome back again in «a Month. Whew he has 
rn been gene four 1992 that ſhe had heard no 4 
* News of him, ſhe writes him this Letter. = 
a. oF ir E ieee 14 

"Ms | ' \ 5 
Vu ue gone beyopd your Time, and ou M 
So kind aWifeas Phillis leave togrieve. . 
You promis /d me you; would no longer ſtay, 


„ 
wid 
ear; 


bea tillcbefiriifull Moon hould light your Way. 
7/77 D > = Thrice = 


1 


30 Ovp EY IST LE,, 


Thrice did it ſini nce its borrow'd Light fend 8 
And chrice has Chang'd, but not ſo much 45 you. 
Did you the Days, and Hours, and Minis tel, 
As Phillis does, and they that love ſo Well, 
You'd ſay twere time to weep; your Sorrows too 
Would juſtifie thoſe Tears ſhe ſheds for you. 
Still did I hope, and thought you'd ſtill be n 
We hardly can believe thoſe Things we fer; 
Now ?tis too plain, and, ſpight of Love and you, 
I muſt both fear it, and believe it too: 

Ho oft did l deceive my ſelf, and _ 48. 

I faw your Ship juſt making to the Shore? 

? Then curs'd thoſe Friends Ithought — 
| Would you-were half ſo Innocent as they. Lay 
Sometimes! feat'd, by foaming Billows töſt, 0 3 
You might be Shipwrack'd whilſt you ſought the 
And grie vd t'have injur'd whom! rer _ 
I begg'd that Pardon I'd refus'd ts uu. 
Then, cruel Man! did 1'the Gods implore” 


Jo let you live, though I ne'er ſaw you thore. 
| | . | When 
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PHILLIS: to DEMOPHOOX 31 
When I a favourable Gale eſpy'd, edt in | 
He comes, if he's alive, he comes, aa. 

And thus my Love ſtill ſought ſome new Pres,” * 
And I grew Eloquent in your Defene. 


Thoſe Promiſes thou mad 'ſt to Heav'n and me. 
But thy falſe Vows, alas! were all hut Wind. 
Thy Vow and Wiſhes made the Gale more kind: 
They filPd your Sails, and you were forc davay, 
th By the ſame Wiſhes, which you made toi ſtay. D 
What have I done, but low'd to an Excess? 
vod not been Guilty had Hov'd you leſs. :. 5 
dir Ny only Crime is, Loving you too well; e 
47: But ſure ſome Merit in that Crime does d well. 
Where's now your Faith? And where's the Love Wi 
Where are the Gods by whom you falfly fo ber | 
Where's Hymen too, wh join'd ourt Years? | 
He bid me love, and baniſid all my Fear. 
boa ſwore by th ſwelling Billows of the Main, 
re. nay you oſt try'd and yet would Truſt ai, 
/hen Ef E 9 | 


* 


* 


Yet thou avoid'ſt me ſtill, nor do r 1 9 E 


„ 00 wider, TTE EE 0b 
Rather than ſtay With me, the? each moot indy; 
And cofiftant'toe, than ire the Seas or Wind. | 
You fwors by the Great Rufer of the Flood, | 
The Heav'nly Author of your Royal Be? 
(If eier a God lad any thing to do aN 

In one ſo falſe and fo unkind as you 
Vou fwore by Vert, and the fatal Stee! 
Of thofe proud Darts, ich too too mueh 4 yp 
And by great Juno, "whole refiſtleſs Art 
Gaye thee tay Hand, when I had giv'n my Heatt! 
Thau fwor'ftſq much, that if each God ſhould bd 
Juſt to revenge his injur'd ſelf and me, 
Such num' rous Miſchiefs on thy Head would fall; 
Thou'dft not have room enough to bear W 
Diſtrafted I, J, as if I'd fear d your Stay, ed 
Repair d your Ships to hurry you away. 
What Haſte you wanted, my curs'd Care a 
Qars to your Sails, and Cytrent to your Tide. 
Tas was Er by Wy ſelf betray d. 


2 I 
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The Race aun, enen $ 
Who could. e Oel fuck Cs Ae, ordy er 
Upon a tre herne, Nenn, Fe“ [dy 
Ia your Paares, and lien d Me 5 
Can they lie tac, and e they tzwaht be bs 
eee pave wr 4 eee, 
aj was cnough to har that law ike me, 
m not aſham d I did vgur Ships S αε e  .. 
* your-own. Wants did catfally, ene; I 
Thaſe Nebss. Law'd; you gn 6.nohler See 
But then, "is trug, J. ſheuld Raye, 6008.90 we 
All I ropants in that I hate Ae an 
Tinereaſe your, Welcome: by a Nyptial Love: | 
bat Night that uſher'd in t agbeppy Day 
Wich did we to Jon guilzy Je De 
% 1 vith chat fatal Night bad heeß my laſts. 
„ Then I bad dyd. hut hen I bag been Chet. þ, 
+ I 1 bop'& you were, cs deſervd You, True: 
de. ls it a Crime to wiſh 4 is our Due? ft 


{  LLOVemm er 
Tis fure no mighty Glory to/Ueeeiveitiins; 
A tender Maid, ſo willing t believe. 9% 
. My Weskneſs does but heighten your Offence, 
Vou kindly ſhould have ſpar'd my Innocence: 
Vouꝰ ve gainꝰd a Maid that low d you, and mayt be 
Your greateſt Prjzs;' and oy Vicbor yt: 
May your proud Status, rais'd by this Succeſs, 
Shame your great Fasber, cauſe his Crimeswere 
And when late Story ſhall of DBrams tell; i 


And who by Sri, and Procyuffes fell, 
The Centaurs Flight, the Thebuns Obeſe, Fo 
Who *twas durſt force the diſmal Shades below; Th 
Then for your Honour ſhall at laſt be aj 41, MW Th 
Heres He, who by a wretched Wile bead > Boj 
A Loving, Innocent, Believing Mat! YM Py 
Of all thoſe «#5, we in your Father kee, Fo 
His Treachery alone remains in you. * Me 
What only can excuſe the Ilts you do, 5 of , 


| You both I, nherit and Admire it too. 


punis DEMOPHOON. air 
He 4riadneidid'betriyy but ſiu: * 
Enjoys a Husbid mightter fur than bia ib,” 
But the ſcornꝰd Ta my Embraces 3 
Cauſe I m them into thy Arme did run. 
Let her, they cry, to learned Grease be gone, 
We'll finde Monarch to ſupply the dee, WT, 
Thus all we do depends on an ill Fate, | 
Which does for ever on th Unhappy: waits. 0 
But may that Fare all his beſt Thoughts attend, 
Who judges others Abions by the End. 
For ſhoyld'ſt thou ever bleſs theſe Seas 45 
They'd praiſe that Love of which they naw 2 
Then would they ſay, M bat could ſhe better * 
Both for her ſelf, and for her Kingdom ton? 
But I haye err d, and thqu'rt for ever fled, 
Forget'ſt my Empire, and forget'ſt my Bil 
Methinks I ſee thee ſtill. Demophoan,  - + 
Thy Sails all hoiſted, ready to be gane. 
When boldly thou did' my ſoft Limbs embrace, 
And with long Kiſſes dwelr'ſt upon my Face; 
DPDrowng 


76 OVIDYEPISTLES 871 
Drown'd in my T4ers, and in your wn you boy, 
And cursd the Winds that haſtenꝰd you away; | 
Then parting cry'd (methinks I hear thee ! 
Phillis P1/ come; you may: be ſure Fab" i) 
Can T expe&t that thou lt e'er ſee this Shore f 
Wo left tit that thou neter might ſt ſee me moro 
And yet I beg you'd come too, that you 
Be only Guilty in too long a Stay e t 
Forget ſt my Kindneſs on another Breafts| tl! 

And, better to compleat the Treachery, ” fo Jl 

Swearftalt thofe Oaths, which thou haſt brake to 
And haft (falſe Man) perhaps forgat my Namo, 

And ask'ſt too, who I am, and whence 1 dab 
But that thou better may ſt rember me 
Know, thou ungrateful Man, that Vam ſne? run 
Who, when thou dſt wander'd all the Ocean o 
Harbour thy Ships, and welcom d thee dsh 
ny Coffers ftill repleniſh'd from my own, 0 Impa 
And to hat height a Prodigal was grown, | 


ems DEMOBHOON. 3x, 

gave thee all thou ask dit, and gave Wann A 

gave my felf imo thy Pow'rat laft;/ ' 1 
gave my Scepter and my en. | \T 

Weight tas heavy te be horn by m. 
here Hemus does his ſhady Head aby wh 
ind gentle Heber euts his Sacred May 
i grear's the Empire, who ſo wide the Land, 
Scarce to be goveri'd by a Woman's Hand, 1 
She whom Fate would nos ſuſſer to be Chaſt, 
hoſe Nuptials with a Fun ral Pomp was grac d? 
Strill Cries diſturb d us midſt our ſwifteſt Joys, 
And our drawn Curtains trembled with the Noiſe, 
Then cloſe to thee I clung, all drown'din Tears, 
And ſought my Shelter, here Id found my Fears. 
And now while others drown their Care in Sleep, ; 


4 


[run to th? barren Shore and Rocks, to weep, 5 
And view with longing Eyes the ſpacious Deep. | 
All Day and Night I the ind Courſe ſurvey, / ' 
Impatient ul I find it blows this Wir:: 


38 ol, EPISTLES./ | 
And when a-far, a coming Sail I view, 1 51 
Ithank my Stars, and. I conclude tis yon! = 
Then with: ſtrange haſte L run,my Lennon 
Nor can the flowing Waters ſtop my Feet. 

| When near, if grow more fearful than before, 


; A ſudden Trembling ſeizes me all oer, =; 
And leaves my Body breathleſs on the Shore. 
Hard byz. here two huge Mountains guard the 
There hes a fearful, ſolitary, Bays mw "Lv 
Ofc P've reſolv d, while on this place P'ye flood, 
To throw my felt; into the. raging Flood. 
Wild wich Deſpair, and 1 will do it an. 
dince you continue thus to uſe me Ill. 
And when the kinder Waves ſhall MK me o'er, 
May'ſt Thou behold my Body on the Shore 
Unburied lye; and though thy Cruelty 
HFarder than Stone, or than thy ſelf ſhould be, 

Vet ſhalt thou cry, aſtoniſh'd with the Show; 
Phillis, I uur nur to be follow'd 6. 


bY 


| Raging 


pHILLIS 76 DEMOPHOON. = 
Raging. with Poiſons would I oft erpire⸗ 2 
nd quench my own by a much happier * the . 
en to revenge the Loſs of all r my RON 
Would ſtab thy Image in my tortur'd Breaft. . 
Or by a Knot (more welcome far to me 2 
an that, falſe Man, which! have ty with thee,) 
dtrangle that Neck, where thoſe falſe Arms ofthine 
With treach'rous Kindneſs uod ſo oft to! The; 
„And as becomes a poor Unhappy Wie, 
epair my ruin'd Honour with my Life. N 
v pen we. can once e wich our hard 1 Fate : comply, 
Ins eaſie then to chuſe the Way to die. ns: 
fen on my Tomb ſhall the proud Cexſtberead, 
And thy ſad Crime ſtill live, when I am dead, 
Poor Phillis ay a, by him he lov'd oppreſ# a, | | G | 
The re Mi reſt, by 5 falſeſt Gueſt. 5 19 
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But ber own Hand perform 4 the fatal Blow. 
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each to Murt her her Husband on the 2405 6 


rites * Epi 


Writes ſne that ſuffers in her Lord's Defence: 
Unhappy Wife, whoſe Crime's her Innocence! 

For ſaving him I love, I'm Guilty call'd: 
Had I been truly ſo, I'd been extolPd. - 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Sons, Danaus, refuſing to —_ JE Dau A Deng 
to his Brother's Sons, was at la ho 


Army. In es beCommands bt bis Dat 


Mb. Al obeydbur Hypermneſtra, who A 
her Husband Linus to eſtape ; for which bein 
afterwards —. f and put in I. cee 8 


en 


0 . dear Brother who alone furvive 
Of Fifty, late, whoſe Love betray'd ther 


HVPERMNESTRA # LANUS. x 
et me be Gullty ſtil, 1ince this . | 
; Guilt, I glory thus to diſobey. 
orments nor —— atpene: A 
gh againſt me they uſe that Inſtrument 
From — L avd a Husband's dearer Liſe, 
ind wich one Sword kill TLiauc in bis Wifes, 


MA * 
F 


þ Yet will Ine er repent for being true, K 
„or bluſh. t have low dz — 
5 Such Shame, and ſuck Nepegtance is their 

N ſeiz'd with Terror, while 1 but relate, 

ud ſhun Remembranoe of a Crime 1 hace! 

JUNE 

be The Saga Mayary of char dire Night 


Howe'er Pllgey With G e — 1 
About the Set of Night, and Riſe of Day, 
The wicked Siſters were in Triumph * 

And I among em, to the Nuprial Bed. | 
The- Marriage Li ghts, as Fun' ral Lamps appear, 
And threatning Omens meet us ev 15 where. 


„ OvI DT EPISTLES. | vel 4 
Hymen they call: Hymen neglects their . 5 
Nay Juno too from her own Argos flies. | 
Now comethe Bridegrooms,high with wine lob 
Something with us, more lov'd than Wine, behind 
; Full of impatient Love, careleſs and brave, 5 
They ſeize the Bed, not ſeeing there a Grawe 


What followed, Shame forbids me to cops Do 
But who ſo Ignorant as not to gueſs. Mil Do 
Now their tir a Senſes they to Sleep commit WW Ho 
A Sleep as ſtill as Death; ah, too like it! [ay FE 4; Cat 


Twas then, meth ought, 1 hea r&their Grown that 
Alas! twas more than Thought! I, terrify'd, 
Lay trembling; cold, and without Pow 'r to move 
In that dear Bed, which you had made me love. 
While you in the ſoft Bonds of Sleep lay faſt, 
Charm'd with \theJoys of Love, then newly paſt 1 
9 earing to diſodey, | riſe at R 5 

| Witneſs,fweet Heav'ns, how tender was the Strife 
Betwixt the Names of Daughter and of Wife. 


| Thrice 


rice 


HYPERMNESTRA # LINUS. 43. 
Thrice o'er-yoarBreaft; which did ſo. lately j . n 
In ſuch an Keſtaſie of Love to mine, 5 
| rais'd the pointed Steel to pierce that Part; 

But ah! thAtternpt ſtrobk nearer my own Heart: 
My Soul divided thus, theſe Words, among 

4 thouſand Sighs, fell ſoftly from my Tongue. 
«Doſt thou not heed a Father's awful Will? 
Poſt thou not fear his Pow'r? Og then, d kill, 
How can I kill, when I conſider who ? 0 | 


Can I think Death ? agaitiſt a Lover too. 
© What has my Sex with Blood and Arms to do?] 
Fye, thou art now by Love'to Shame betrayd: 
Thy Siſter-Brides by this have all obey'd. - 
With Shame their Courage and their Duty " | 
If not a Daughter, yet a Siſter be. 
No, I will never ſtrike: If one muſt die, 

Linus ſhall live, and my Death his ſupply. - 
What has he done, or I, what greater Ill? 

For him to die, and I, much worſe, to kill? 


E Were 


„ Oli Er 
Wers he as gulty as my Father wou'd d 

« Preſent him, why muſt Þ be ſtainid with Blood? 
© Ponyandy and Swords: ill 'wirh my Sex agree: 

« Soft Lionks, and Sighsoſ Love, mn 
As I lamsnted thus, the Tears apace | 
Dropt from my pitying Eyes, on thy loyd Face 
W kile. yqwyWigh kind and am raus Dreams pofteſt, 
Threw cargleſly your-deax Aum Oe d. 
There thipking to repeat Joys lately. known, 
Your Hand upon my Sword was, almoſt thrown, 
"I 'was time to call, no longer I forbore,. 182 

Dreading the Day? 8 Approach, my Father s more. 


Wake, Linus, wake, I cry; O quickly wake, 
Or ſleep for ever here: Th' Alarm you take, | 


Start up ; ask twenty Queſtions i in one Breath: | 
To all I anſwer thus—Delay is Death ; : 


Fly while tis dark, and ſcape eternal Night. 
While it was dark you made a happy Flight: 
I ſtay'd to meet the Terrors of the Light. * 


3 


HYPERMNESTRA'” LYNUS.” & / 
with Day my Father oomes, the Dead to b 
And finds the Amit Büm oe Wett by you? . 
Enrag'd to fee bis Treathiery berraydq. 
By his Comand, Pin thus it Fetter Hd. 70 
Is this Reward: due to my Love fronVees' 

Ah, wretched Flame! Paſſion unfortutiite?* © 

Since Jo ſuffer d under Fund's Rage; 
Nothing that Rival d Goddeſs can . 
Tunhappy Miſtreſs of the mighty Your, 5 wi. 
Chang'd to a Cow, a Form unapt for Lore, 
Views in her Father's Streams her Heads Artay, 
Sees her own Hotns, and frighted, ſtarts ay. 
when ſhe'd complain, ſhe Jows; and equal Fears. 
From her new ſelf ſurpriſe her Eyes and Ears. | 
In vain to loſe the frightful Shape ſhe tries, , 
For Io follows ſtill, where Jo flies. | 

In vain ſhe wanders over Lands and Seas ; 
0 Can ſhe find Cure whoſe ſelf is the Diſeaſe ? ? 

dadly ſevere the Change i in her appeat'd, | 1 

ith Whoſe Beauty Jove has lov'd, and Juno fear d. 
E 2 


„ | QVID%EPISTLES: (11 
Graſs andthe Springsher Food and r 
Her only Lodging's the unſheltring Sky, - 
What need [ urge Antiquity? my Fate 
Is a freſh. Inſtance of the Goddeſs Hate. 
A double ſtock of Tears by me are b. | 
Both for my Brothers Death, and Siſters Guilt: 
Yet, as if that were ſmall, .theſe Chains NOIR 
"Cauſe I, alone, am quiltleſs, you alive. 

But, my dear Lord, if any Thought you 1 
Or of the Love, or of the Life I gave: 
If any Memory with you does laſt, 
Or of the Pleaſures, or the Dangers paſt, 42 
Now, Linus, now ſome Help to her a . 
Who wants the Liberty ſhe gave her Lord. 
If Life forſake me eier I you can ſee, OS 
And Death, before my Linus, ſet,me free, 
Yet my unhappy Earth from hence remove, 
And give thoſe Obſequies are due to Love. 
When I'm interr'd, I know ſome Tears will fall : 
The a let this little Epitaph be all. 


Here 


HYPERMNESTRA # LINUS. „ 
Here lies a Love compleat, tho bapleſi N 155 
Who catebd the Death aim d at ber Huch, 

Here I muſt reſt my Hand, tho? much remains, 
'Tis quite diſabled with the Weight of Chains. 
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the Athenians, (who had treacherouſly fla 
Son Androgeus,) to ſend yearly ſeven Zoun 1 
and as many Virgins, to be devour'd by t 
notaure; 4 Monſter begotten by a Bull upon his 
Wife Paſiphae, while he was engaged in that 
War. The Chance at laſt fell upon Theſeus tobe 
ſent among thoſe Touths ; who by the Inſirutts 
on of Ariadne, eſcaped out of the Labyrinth; 
after he had kilPd'the Minotaure, and, together 
with cher, fled to the 1ſſe of Naxos. But, bes 
Commanded by Bacchus, he for ſdol her, while 
fept When ſhe awabb d, and found her " 
ted, ſhe writes this Letter. 


Expos'd by Thee, by ThemlIyet am ſpar'd! 
Theſe Lines from that unhappy Shore I write, 


Where you forſook me in your faithleſs Flight, 


The ARGUMENT. 
Minos, Xing of Crete, by a ſharp War cumple 
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And Birds with early Songs for Day did ealle 


AR1ADNE#7 THESBUS. v9 
While lock d inSleep, and in your Aetas: the lay. 
When Morning Dew en all the Fields did fall, 


Then I, half fleeping; ſtreteh d me to nds Four | 
And fought to prefs you with a — = 
Oft ſought to preſs yau'cloſe, but ſtill in vain 3 
My folding Arms came empty back again. 
Startled, I roſe, and found that you were gone, 
Then on my widow'd Bed fell raging down: 
Beat the fond Breaſt, where, ſpight ofme,you dwell, 
And tore that Hair, which youoncelik'd ſo well. 
By the Moon's Light I che wide Shore did view, 
But all was Deſart, and no Sight of you. 
Then ev'ry Way with Love's mad Haſte I fly, 
But ill my Feet with my Deſires comply; + 
Weary they ſink in' the deep yielding Sands, 
Refuſing to obey ſuch wild Commands. 
To all the Shore of Theſeus I complain, 7 
The Hills and Rocks ſend back that Name again: 
E 4 Oft 


50 Ovl D, EPIST LES! 
Oft they repeat aloud the mournful Noiſe, mn” 
And kindly aid a hoarſe and dying Voice 
Tho' faint, yet ſtill impatient, next 1 % 

To climba rough ſteep Mountain which was nigh: 
My furious Love unuſual Strength ſupply*d:) 


From thence, caſting my Eyes on every ſide, 
Far off the flying Veſſel I eſpy'd. | 


In your ſwell'd Sails the wanton Winds did play, 
| (They court you ſince they ſee you falſe as they) 
I faw, or fancy'd that I ſaw you there, 

And my chill Veins froze up with cold Deſpair: 


O by 

1 * 

D. 
- 


Thus did Ilanguiſh, till returning Rage 
In new Extreams did my fir*d Soul ingage. | 
Theſeus, I cry, perfidious Theſeus ſtay! . 
(But you are deaf, deaf as the Winds, or Sea!) 
Stay your falſe Flight, and let your Veſſel bear 
Hence the whole Number which ſhe landed here! 
In loud and doleful Shrieks I tell the reſt ;' 
And with freſh Fury wound my hated Breaſt, 


Then 


* 
6 8 
, - 
. 


i 


Then all my mhh Ornaments 1 tear, 
And with ftretch'd Arms wave Werben Air, 
That you might ſee ber whom you could i not thear.d 
But when out of my fight the Veſſel flew," 1 
And the Horizon ſhut me from the View; 
From my ſad Eyes, what Floods of Tears did fall? 
(Till then Rage would not let me weep at all.) 
Still let them weep, for Toling ſight of you, * 
Tis the whole Buſineſs which they ought to do. 


Like Bacchus ravin 8 'Priefts ſometimes 1 f 80: 


With ſuch wild Haſte, with Hair diſhevel'd fo, 


Then on ſome craggy Rock fit filent down, 

As cold, uninov'd;"and'ſenfleſs as the Stone. P 
To our once happy] Bed 1 often fly; 
No more the Place of mutual Love and 11% 6 
See where my much loy'd Theſeus once was laid, 
And kiſs the Print which hĩs dear Body wade. 
Here we both lay, 1cry, falſe Bed reſtore | = 
My T beſeus, kind and faithful as before. 


18 
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I brought him here, here lot him while] ak 
| How well, falſe Bed, yqu haye my. Layer ke 
a Alone and helpleſs in this deſart Place, 
The ſteps of Man or Beaſt I cannot we; 0 
On ev ry fide the foaming Billows beat. 50 
But no kind Ship does offer a Retreat. 


Calm \ Seas, cok Pilots, and a profy rous « Gule 
Yet then my Native Soil I durſt not ſee, . wy 
But a fad Exile muſt for ever be. _. 
From all Crete hundred Cities l am curſh,,. 
Crete I hetray'd for you, and, what J more den, 
Betray d my Father, who that Crown does wen, 
When to your Hands the fatal Clew. 1 gave, . 
Which thro? the winding Lab'rinth led you ſafe: 
Then how, you lov'd, how eagerly. imbrac dl 
How oft you ſwore, by all your Dangers vaſt, 
Tha with my Life your Love ſhou'd ever ay! 


— 


Ab 
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1, perjur'd Theſaucs I,thy Love PP 
one forſaken. and expo; d does live. 


ad you ſlain me, a8 you my 8 | 
ou'd then abſalv d your ſelf from er Vow 3 
Now bath my preſent Grief denies me Reſt, 
nd all, that a wild Fancy ean ſuggeſt £ 
Of dreadful Ills za:came, diſtracts m Breaſts | + 

Before, my Eyes a thouſand Deaths appear. ö 
[ live, yet ſuffer all the Neaths 4 fear. 1 
Sometimes I think that Lions there do go, 

And ſcarce dare truſt my Sight, that tis nat ſo, 
Imagine that fierce Wolves are howling there, 
And at th ĩmagin d Noiſe, ſhrink up with fes. 


Or fancy bloody Swords before wy Eyes. 
But moſt I dread to be a Captive mad, 

And ſee theſe Hands in ſervile Works: imple * 
Unworthy my Extraction from a Lines | 
On one fide Royal, and on both. Dine: 


And 


: n 
| 
LL * 
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Tha thigh what eee marry "1 


„% Ov EPISTL EW 4. 
And, (which my Indignation more would "Fl 
Unworthy her whom The/#us once did lo 

If tow'rds the Sea I look, or tow'rds the bil 
Objects of Horror ſtill before me ſtand. 
Nor dare I look tow'rds Heav'n, or hope to fu or evi 
Aid from thoſe Gods who chang'd my The) 

If Beaſts alone within this Iſland ſtay, 1 . a 
Behold me left to them a helpleſs Prey! ©! | 
If Men dwell here they muſt be Savage too, 
This Soil; this Haven made gentle Theſes ſo. Ader 
Would Athens never had my Brother flajn, | oP 
Nor for his paid ſo many Lives again. ne 


"= 


1 Val 
Would thy ſtrong Arm had never giv n the Wound, ot 
Which truck the doubtful Monſter to theGround; reath 
Nor I had giv” n the guiding: "Thread to Thee; or ſe 
Which, to my own DeſtruQion, ſet Thee free. Toy 


Let the unknowing World thy Conqueſt praiſe nd ü 

It does not Ariadne's Wonder raiſ: uu 

80 hard a Heart, unarm'd, might ſafely ſcorn 
The Strength andsSharpneſs of the Monſter's Horn, 


ARIADNR ef HE SEUS. 15 1 
flint or Steel could be ſecure of Wound. 
o room for Fear could in that Breaſt wy 
urſt be the Sleep which ſeal'd mh ankk 1 
urſt, that begun, it did not ever nes iF 
or ever curſt be that officious Wind. Ho 
hich filld thy Sails, and in my Ruin ind. 

rt. Hand, which me, and which my . 
ith what Misfortunes our adkloufghafifdi) 8 
nd curſt the Tongue, which with ſoſt Words be- 
nd empty Vows, a poor believing Maid! Leray d. . 
lecp and the Winds againſt me had combin d * 
vain, if perjur'd Theſeus had not join NG. 1 
Poor Ariadne, thou muſt periſh, bere, * | | 
\ | 4 


reathe out thy Soul in ſtrange and hated. Air; 1 
or ſee thy pitying Mother ſhed one Tear: 0 
Vant a kind Hand which thy fix'd Eyes may cloſe, ] 1 i 
nd thy Riff Limbs may decently compole. ok X 1 
ly Carcaſs to the Birds muſt be a Pre/,.. 

bus Theſeus all thy Kindneſs does repay! y- 4 


N Mean 
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Mean while to Acbea/ your ſwift Ship t 
There teff the wondting Crowd what y une 
How the mint Prodigy you did ſubdue; done: 
The Beaſt arid Man, how with one Stroke ybuſlen 
Deſcribe the Lab'rinth, and how taught by we 
You 'ſeap'd from all thoſe perplex d Mites free, 
Tell, in return, what gen rous Things yoit've done: 
Such Gratitude will all your Triumphs crown! 

Sprung ſure from Rocks, and not of Human Nuce! 
Thy Cruelty does thy great Line diſgrac Let! 
Yet couldſt thou ſee, as barb'rous as thou art, 

Theſe diſmal Looks, fure they would touch thy 
You cannot ſee, yet think you ſaw me now { 


Fix d to ſome Rock, as if I there did grow; 
And trembling at the Waves which roll below. 
Lock on my torn and my diſorder'd Hairs, er . 
Look on my Robe wet through with ſhow'rs of 
With the cold Blaſts ſee my whole Body ſhakes, 
And my numb'd Hand unequal Letters makes. 
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40 not urge my hated Merit now. 
ut yield this once, that you do- titty owe. 

neither ſav'd your Life, nor ſet you fee: | 
et therefore muſt you force this Death on Me? 
\h! ſee this wounded Breaſt worn oue withSighs, 
nd thefe faint Arms ftretch'd to theSeasandSkies, 
dee theſe few Hairs yet ſpar d by Grief and — 
dme Pity let theſe flowing Tears engage: . J 


urn back, and, if Tm dead e 
Yet V Un 
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Hermiongygby Daughter of Menelaus au Eftlezt 
was by Tyndarus her. Grend x (£0. 
Menẽlaus Hud rommitted the Government 0 of bi 
Houſe when be went to Troy) contracteu v0 O- 
reſtes. Her Father Menelaus, not knowing there- 
of, had betroth'd her to Pyrrhus, the Son of 
Achilles, who returning from the Trojan Wars, 
fole her away. Whereupon ſhe writes 7 Oreſtes 
as LR | 
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"HIS, deer Oreſtes, this, with Health to you, 
From her that was your Wife and Couſin too; "S7 


Your Couſin ſill, but oh! that dearer Name Thin 
Of Wife, another now does falſly claim. Forh 
What Woman can, I have already done, Whe 


Yet Im confin'd by rough Achilles“ Son. 
| With 


HERM INE ORESTES.- 3 


With much of Pain, and all the Art knew, 
Iſtrove to ſhun him, yet all wou'd not do. a 
Stand off, ſaid I, foul Raviſher take head., 
My injur'd Husband will Revenge this Deed; 
Yet he, more deaf than angry Tempeſts are, W. 
To his lokth'd Chamber drag d me by the Hair. 
Had Troy {till ſtood, and ev'ry Greriam Dame 
Become a Prey to th haughty Victor's Flame, 
What cou'd J more have ſuffer d than Ido? 

Far more than poor Audromacbu e: erſkne . 
But oh, my Dear! if, as I have for the, 
Thou haſt a tender Care, or Thought for me, | 
Come bravely on, and as robb'd Tygers bold, 
dnatch me half Murther*d from theMonſter's hold; | 
Can you purſue each petty Robber's Life, 
And yet thus tamely loſe a raviſh'd Wife? 


3 


Think how my Father Menelaus rag dg +; N 


* 
- 
© — 
a = 
—— — 
9 
8 
N 


for his loſt Queen, think what a War he wag d, 
When powerful Greece was in his Cauſe ingag'd.) 


* Had 


* 
f 
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Had he fat quietly, and nothing tryd, 
As once ſhe was, ſhe'd ſtill been Paris Bride. 
Prepare no Fleet, you will no Forces need, 
By you, and only you, I wou'd be free d. 
Not but wrong'd Marriage is a Cauſe alone 

_ Sufficient for th' ingaging World to own; . 
Sprung from the Royal Pelopean Line, 
You are no-lefs by Blood than Marriage mine, 

| Theſe double Ties a double Love perſuade, | 
And each ſufficient to deſerve your Aid. 
I to your Arms was by my Guardian givn, 
The only Bliſs I wou'd have begg'd from Heavn. 
But that unknown, (O my unhappy Fate!) 
My Father gave me to the Man I hate. 
Juſt were thoſe Infant Vows to you I made, 
But this laſt AR has all thoſe Vows betray'd; 
Too well he knows what tis to be in Love: 

How can he then my Paſlion diſapprove? |. 

. Since Love himſelf has felt, he will, nay; muſt 

Allow this Paſlion in his Daughter juſt. 

77-1 — | M 
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HERMIONE # ORESTES, @ 
My Fate reſembles my wrongd Father's Caſe, 
And Pyrrhus is that Thief that Paris was. 
Let my proud Goaler the brave Deedsrun | 


Count all the Laurels his great Parents wore, | 
What eꝰer his cou'd; yours greater did, and more 
Let him claim Kindred with ſome God above, 
You are deſcended from the Mighty 7. 
Brave as you are, I wiſh 'twere underſtood i 
By ſomething elſe, than by Agiſtbur Blood 
Yet you-are Innocent, Fate drew the — 
And a religious Duty gave the Word. 
With this the Tyrant does my Lord Aer 
And what's ſtill worſe, dares do it to my Face: 
While burſt with Envy, I am forced to be 
Rackt, and tormented with his Blaſphemy-. 
Shall my Oreſter be abus'd, and 1 

As one that's unconcern d fit careleſs by 
No, though difabled, and of Arms bereſt, 
Yet as a Woman Thave one way left, 


F 2 Tears 
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Tears 1 can fhed, ſuch as will yield Relief 
To my ſick Mind, choak'd with exceſs of Grieſ 
For when the bi g-charg'd Storm hath loſtitsPow'r, 
It fighs it {elf into a ſilent Shower. 
This 1 can do, whilſt by each other preſt, 
The dewy Pearls run trickling o'er my yy | 
But how ſhou'd I this fatal Woe eſcape?,, 
All our -whole:Race was ſubject to a Rape: 
need not tell, how in ſoft Feathers dreſt, 
 The:wanton God his ſofter-Nymph poſſeſt; 
How thro the Deep in unknown Ships canyey'd 
Hippodame was from her Friends betray- d; 
How the fair Ty#darss,, by Force e 
By the Amyclean Brethren was regain'd, 
How afterwards by all the Grecian Pow'r -_ 
She was brought back from the 14a Shore. 
I ſcarce remember that ſad Day, and yet, 
Young as I was, I do remember it. 
Her Brothers wept, her Siſter to remove 


Her Fears, calld on the Gods, and her own Jeu. 
Mother 


Wh 
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HERMIONE V ORESTE S. 6, 
Mother, ſaid 1; in a weak mournful Tone, 
Will you be gone, und leave me here alan? 
When you are gone why o d T ay bebind? - - © / 
All this I ſpoke; but ſpoke it tothe Waren a 
Now like the reſt of my curſt Pedigree, 
. By this loath'd Wretch Iam detain'd from Thee. 

| The brave Achilles wou'd have blam'd his Son, 
Nor, had he livd, wou d this have e er been done: 
He ne'er had thought it lawful to divide 
+ I Thoſe two, whom Marriage had ſo firmly. yd. 
eyd What is't, ye Gods, that thus provokes your Hate, 
or what curs'd Star rules my unhappy Fate? 
Why am I plagu'd by your injurious Pow?r, 
Robb'd of my Parents in a tender Hour? 
2 He to the War, ſhe with her Lover fled, 
4 Though living both, yet both to me were dead, - | 
No babling Words half fram'd upon thy Tongue 
Lull'd me to ſoft Repoſe when I was young. 
Your tender Neck was ne'er embrac'd by me, 


Jour. Wor ſat I ever ſmiling on your Knee; $ 
ot her F 3 You 


64 OVID" EPISTLE 8 10 
You never tended me, not was l led 
By thee (dear Mother) to my Mango, 
At your Return, I ſaw, but knew you not: 
So fure my Mother's Face I had forgot. © 
I gaz'd, and gaz'd, but knew no Feature there, 
Yet thought *twas you, *cauſe ſo Divinely- Fait. 
Such was our Ignorance, even you, alas! Tow 
Ask'd your own Daughter, where your ON" 
Thou, my Oreſtes, wert my ſole Delight; * 
Yet thee too I miſt loſe, unleſs you fight. 
Pyrrhus with-holds me from thy Arms, that dl 
Hermione has gain'd by Ilium's Fall. 
Soon as the early Harbinger of Dy 
Gilds the glad Orb with his reſplendent Ray; 
My Grief's made gentler by th approaching Light, 
And ſome Pain ſeems to vaniſh with the Night; 
And when a Darkneſs o'er the Earth is ſpread, 
And I return all penſive to my Bed, 
Tears from my Eyes, as Streams from Fountains 


I ſhun this Husband, as I'd ſhun a Foe. on 
Oft 


HERMIONE O ORES TES. 65 / 
Oft grown unmindful through diſtractive Cares, | 
I've ſtretch'd my Arms, and touch'd him unawares $5 


Strait then I check the wandring Senſe, and fly 1 


To the Bed's utmoſt Limits, yet 1 lye f 
Reſtleſs even three, and think Pm ſtill too nigh. 
Oft I for Pyrrhus have Oreftes ſaid, 
But bleſt the Error which my Tongue. bad made. 
Now by that Royal God, whoſe Frown cat abe 
The Vaſſal Globe of his Creation ſhake, 
Tr Almighty Sire of our unhappy Race. 
And by the Sacred Urn that does imbrace ra 
Thy Father's Duſt, whdſe once loud Blood i 


Thou in Repoſe haſt laid his ſleeping Ghoſt ; 
Or to untimely Fate reſign my Liſe. | 


PI either live my dear Orefter Wife, 


* 1 
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e en ARGUMENT: - 
Leander accuſtom'd ' nightly to ſwim over abe Helleſpont 


| — N 6 of , 98 Biker, oo rn, Fo at = 
Eceive this Lotto from Leander, frail l 
With Service, which he rather wou 
Read with a Smile, and yet if thou wo 
My wiſer Wiſhes, read them with a Frown: K 
That Anger from thy Kindneſs will pro 04 
"Cauſe of Leander thou cauſt only read. 01600 
The Seas rage high, and ſcarce _ 
With the moſt daring Mariner to ſail; N 
Embark d at laſt, and ſculking in the ac | 
My Stealth is to my jealous Parents told, 
As much too tim'rous they, as I roo wil 
_ Iwrit, ſince Writing was my ſole Relief, | 
And o'er the dewy Sheets thus breath d 170 
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LEANDER #. HERO. 6 
Bleſt Letter, go, my tender? Thoughts conyby, N 


To her warm Lip thy Signets the will lay; 
And with a Kiſs diſſolve thy Seals away. 
Sev'n tedious Nights guiltleſs « of Sleep I've 220 
Sigh'd with the Winds, and murmur'd wich! che 
Then climbing th* utmoſt Clifts her Coaſt to view, 
My Tears, like Glaſſes, th' Object nearer drew: 
By th adverſe Winds and Waves detainꝰd on ſhore, 
My Thoughts run all our former Pleaſures oer, 
And in ſoft Scenes of Fancy re-injoy _ | 
The Bliſs that did our Infant Loves imploy. 12 
Twas Night (a Curſe on the impert'nent Light 
That pry'd and marr'd the Pleaſures of that Night) 
: When firſt [ſwam the Ford; while ynthia's Beams 
Look d pale, and trembled for me in the Streams. 
My drooping Arms, in hopes they ſhall at length 
Imbrace-thy Neck, feel freſh Supplies of Strength, 
The wond'ring Waves to their new Fury yield, 
Not Tritons faſter plow the liquid Field. 


Soon 


7 


68 OVID” EPISTLES. 


* 


Sbon on the Temple's Spire your Torch Iſpy's, 
Fixt like a Star my wat*ry Courſe to guide; 


The Warmth of my Immortal Love ſuſtains, 

In the cold Flood, Life's periſhing Remains. 
But now the gentleſt Star that bleſt my Wiy, 

Your bright ſelf on the Turret ! ſurvey. 

Then with redoubled Strokes the Waves divide, 


And by my Hero am at laſt deſcry'd; | 
Scarce could your careful Confident reſtrain, 


But you would plunge, and meet me in the Main; 
And made ſo far your kind Endeavours good, | 


Which Planet-like, ſhoots Vigour through | * 


That Ankle deepon the Ford's Brink you flood; 
And ſeem'd the new ris'n Venus of the Flood. 
The Shore now gain'd, to your dear Arms flew, 
All dropping as I was with briny Dew; 

Nor prov'd for that a more unwelcom Gueſt; | 


Your warm Lip to my bloodleſs Cheek you preft 
Nor felt my Locks diſtilling on your Breaft, 


Your 


Fol 
Let 


LEANDER HERO. © 
'd, I Your haſty Robes are o'er my Shoulders thrown 
' WE Tothroud myſhivringLimbs,you ſtript your own: 
wy. Wl Forgetting how your too officious Care, 
ett thee (my tender'ſt Part) expos'd to Air. 
The Night and we are conſciaus to the reſt, 
iy, Delights that ought not, cannot be expreſt, 
We knew ſhort Space was to our Pleaſures ſer, - 
de, And therefore lov'd not at the common rate. 
ut th' utmoſt Fury of our Flames imploy d, 
fe Minutes flew leſs faſt than we enjoy d. 
in; With ſuch diſpatch that Night's dear Jo e 
To recollect would make an Age of Thou 
At length the ſickning Stars began t expire, 
And 1 with them am ſummon' d to retire. 
Confus dly then we our Love- Task diſpatcht. 
Ten thouſand Kiſſes in a Minute ſnatcht. 
Your Woman chid that I fo long delay d, | 
You preſt me cloſe, then ask d me why I ſtaid. 
My Stay you. firſt reprov d, and then my Haſte, 
Nor cry'd Farewel, *till you had claſp'd mo fall. 


Day 
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Day broke e' er we our Am rous Strife could end; 
Then fighing 1 to the cold Beach deſcend; Elec, 
Truſt me, the Seas from your dear Coafts he 
And all the way methinks I climb the Deep. 
But when reviſiting your Shores, Iſeem 
Deſcending ſtill, and rather fall than ſwim- 
I loath my Native Soil, and only prize + 
That Region where my Love's dear Treaſure 


* 


Why is not Seftos to Alydus join'd? 
Since we united are in Heart and Mind. 
The ſame our Hopes, our Fears, and ourDefires, 
Love is our Life, and one Love both inſpires... 
But ah! what Mis'ries on that Love attend. 
Whoſe Joys on hum'rons Seas and Winds depend? 
I by their Quarrel loſe, forc'd to delay 
My tender Viſit, till they end the Fray. 
When firſt Icroft the Gulph, theDo/phins gar'd, 
The Sea Nymphs fled, the Tritons were ama d. 
But now no more I ſeem a Prodigy, 
But paſs for an Inhabitant o' th' Sea. 


And 
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And ſince my Paſſage is by Storms withſtood, 9 
Im nightly miſs'd by th Brothers of the Flood. 
Oft have I curſt the tedious Way, but oh! 


I with in vain that tedious Paſſage now. - 


Yield me again, kind Floods, my tireſome Way $ 


'Twas never half ſo tireſome as my Stay. 


Muſt then my Halcyon Love all Wrnter ſleep, ö | 


And neꝰ er launch forth into a troubled Deep? 
Muſt I deſiſt my Homage to perform, 


And ſculk at home for ev'ry peeviſh Storm? LY 
If thus the Summer Gufts detain my Courſe, 
How ſhall I through the Winter Surges force? 


Abſence ev'n then I ſhall'not long ſuſtain, 


But boldly plunge into the raging Main; 


And if the ſwelling Floods not ſoon aflwage, |" | | | 
[ll make my Boaſting good, and dare their Rage: 
My vent'rous Scape ſhall in your Arms be hleſt. 


or if I'm loſt,” my Anxious Love find reſt. 


The Waves at leaſt will do my Corps the grace 


To waft it to my wonted landing Place: 


8 


if 


. 
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Or of its own accord the Am'rous Clay Ak. 4 
Will thither-float, nor loſe ſo-known a wr 
I gueſs your Kindneſs will ev'n then perform 
To the cold 'Trunk, what you were wont when 
Your ſelf diſmantling, you will ſhroud me 0 


And grieve to find your Boſom's Warmth no more 
Have Pow'r, my vital Spirits to reſtore. 

If this ſad Fancy diſcompoſe thy Breaſt, 
Think *twas but Fancy, and reſume thy Reſt. 
Invoke the wat'ry Powers (thy Pray'rs are Charm 
T'aſſwage the Storm, and yield me to thy Arms. 
But when to your dear Manſion I arrive, 

| Looſe ev'ry Wind, and let the Tempeſt drive. 
*Twill give my Stay Pretence, nor can you chide 
Whilſt Thunder pleads ſo loudly on my fide, 
Till then permit this Letter to ſupply - /- 
The Author's place, and in thy Boſom lye, 
Lodg'd in thy Breaſt, my Paſſion twill impart, 
And whiſper its ſoft Meſſage to thy Heart. 
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TH ehe Lread peer L bse, er, 
Vour Preſence only cquld have giv'n me 
Excuſe my Paſſion, if it ſoar above . 
Your Thought; no Man can judge of Woman's 
With Bus neſr you, or Pleaſures may ſuſtain Loe. 
The Pangs of Abſence, and divert the Pain. 147 

The Hills, the V ales, the Woods, nde L 
wich Game; and Profit with Delight afforg, lor a 
Whilſt Gins for Beaſts, and Snares for Fowl Vence, je 
Youſmile, and your own am'rous Chains forget. „ 6 
Ten thouſand Helps beſides affect your Cure. 
Whilſt Woman's ſole Relief is to endure... 
aw my Conlidang'h you ee 5 5 0s 
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Or viewing from aloft the troubled Tide, 
Mix in the Fray, and with the res chide. 

Or i in the Storm's leaſt interval ſuſpect 
Vour ſtay, and almoſt charge you with Neglet. 
| 1 ſeek your Footſteps on the Sands in vain, R 
The Sands no more confeſs thee than the Main, 
I watch thꝰ arriving Barks,” and never fail 
T inquire of you, and write by ev'ry Sail. | 
Still as the ſetting Sun reſtores the Night, 
(The Night to me more welcome than the Light) 
I fix my flaming Torch to guide my Love, 
Nor ſhines' there any friendlier Star above. 
Then with my Work or Book the Timel cheat, 
And 'midſt the Task Leander's Name repeat. 
My wedded Thoughts no other Theme purſue, 
I talk a hundred things but all of you. Nabe 
| What think'ſt thou, Nurſe,doesm yLeander come? 
Or waits he *till his Parents ſleep at home? 
For he is forc'd to ſteal his Paſſage there, 
As nightly we by ſtealth admit him here. 
5 Think 


at,) 


me? 


nk ft 
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Think'f thou that now he ſtrips him in me Bay, 
Or is already plung'd, and on his Way? 222 1 21h 
Whilſt ſhe, poor Soul, with tedious Watching ſpent, 
Makes half Replies, and Nodding gives Aſſent. 
Yet cannot I the ſmalleſt Pauſe allow, z 21 
But cry, He is launch'd forth for certain now. 
Then ev'ry Moment thro' the Window peep;: 
With greedy Eyes examine all the Deep; 
And whiſper to the Floods a tender Pray'r 
In your behalf, as if I ſpy'd you there. 
Or to beguile my Griefs my Ear incline, 
And take each gentle Breeze's Voice for Thine: 
At laſt, ſurpriz'd with Sleep, in Dreams I gain 
That Bliſs for which I wak'd ſo long in vain. = 
To ſhroud you then my Shoulders I diveſt, 
And claſp you ſhiv'ring, to my warmer Breaſt C 
A Lover need not be inform'd the reſt. J 
TheſePleaſures,oft myſlumbring Thoughts imploy, 
But ſtill tare Dreams, and yield no ſolid Joy. 
Tho' ne*er ſo lively the Fruition be, 
To fill my Bliſs I muſt have very Thee. 

| G At 
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At preſet, I edafeſs, the Seas are rough. 
But were laſt Night compos'd, and calm 1 | 
Why did you then my longing Hopes delay? / 
Why difappoint:me with a total Stay? 

Is it your Fear that makes my Wiſhes vain? 
When rougher, you have oft ingag'd the Main 
If it be. Fear, that friendly Fear retain, 

Nor viſit me. ul you ſecurely may: 

Vour Danger would affli& me more than Stay. 
Dread ev'ry Guſt that blows, but oh! my Mind 
Miſgives, leſt you prove various as that Wind. 
If e er you change, your Error ſecret keep, 
And in bleſt Ignorance permit me fleep. As 
Not that I am inform'd y'are chang'd at all, | 
But abſent Lovers fear whate'er may fall. 
Detain'd by th'Floods, your Stay will not blame; 
ButleſsIdread the Floods than ſome new Flame. 
| Be huſnt ye Winds, ye raging Billows ſleep, 
And yield my Love ſafe Paſſage thro? the Deep. 
BleſtSign, the Taper ſparkles whilſt I pray, 
_ AGueſtith'Flame! Leander's on his Way! Our 


HERO V LEAN DER 7 
Jur Houthold Altar yields propitious Signs: 

rom which my Nurſe your Saesh 

The Crickets too of your Arrival warty” - 
ind fay our Number ſhall increaſe &er Mott” * 

ome, gentle Vouth, and with thy Preſence malte 
he glad Conjecture true; the Day will break, 5 
1d marr our Bliſs; prevent the haſt ning Moritz - ' 
o me and Love's forſaken Joys returniſ 
Bed without Thee will afford no Reſt; 
gere is no Pillow like Leaders Breaſti ae 
Joſt thou ſuſpect the Time will be too ſhort? | 
r want'ſt thou Strength th Adventure toſupport? 
this detain thee, Oh! no longer ſlay, 
| plunge and meet Thee in che Flood half way: 
dus in the verdant Waves out Flames hall | meet, | | 
id Danger make the ſoft Imbrace more feet. | | 
ur Love's our own, which yet we take by Stealth, . | 
ke Midnight ee e206 
vixt Decency and Love unhappy made, 
uſt Fame forbids what our Deſires Mcrſiger * _ 
G 2 How 
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How art thou nightly ſnatch'd from me away, 
To dare: the Flood, when Sailors keep the Bay? 
Yet be advis'd, thou Conqu'ror of the Tide, 
Nor in thy youthful Strength ſo much confide. 
Think not thine Arms can more than Oarsprevail 
Nor dare to ſwim, when Pilots fear to ſail. 
With much Regret I cautiouſly perſuade, 
And almoſt with my Counſel diſobey d. 
Yet when to the rough Main my Eyes 1 turn, 
Methinks I never can enough forewarn: 
Nor does my laſt Night's Viſion leſs affright, 
(Tho' expiated with many a Sacred Rite,) 

A ſporting Dolphin, whilſt the Flood retir'd, 
Lay hid fth* Ooze, and on the Beach expir'd. 
What e'er the Dream. portend, as yet reſide 
In the fafe Port, nor truſt th' inconſtant Tide. 
The Storm (too fierce to laſt) will ſoon decay, 
Then with redoubled Speed redeem your Sta 
Till then theſe Sheets ſome Pleaſure may impart 
Theybring what moſt you prize,yourHero'sHea 
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Ladamia to Proteſ I, aus. 


_ by THO. FLATMAN, [7 we 


The ARGUMENT. 


roteſilaus „Hing Wind-bound at Aulis, in the 
Grecian F. Jeet? deſignd for the Trojan War, 
his Wife Laodamia ſends this following Po. 
to Him. 


Ealth to the gentle Man of War, and may 
What Laodamia ſends, the Gods convey. 
The Wind that {till in Aulis holds my Dear, 
Why was it not ſo croſs to keep him here? 
Let the Wind raiſe an Hurricane at Sea, 
Vere he but ſafe and warm aſhore with me. 
Ten thouſand Kiſſes I had more to give him, 


Ten thouſand Cautions, and ſoft Words to leave 


hHaſte he leſt me, ſummon · d by the Wind, (lim 
The Wind to barbarous Mariners only kind.) 
G 3 The 
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The Seaman's Pleaſure is the Lover's Pain, 

(Proteſi aus is from my Boſom ta en!) 
As from my fault ring Tongue half Speeches fel. 
Scarce could I ſpeak that wounding Word, Fare 

A merry Gale (at Sea they call it ſo) / Laa 
Filld ewry Sail with Joy, my Breaſt with Wo; 

There went my dear Proteſilaus 

While I cquld ſee thee, full of eager Pain, 

My greedy Eyes epicuriz'd on Thine. 

When thee no more, but thy ſpread Sails 1 view 
I look'd, and look'd, *till I had loſt them too; 
But when nor thee, nor them I could deſcry, 
And all was Sea that came within my Eye, 
They ſay, (for I have quite forgot) they ſay 
I trait grew pale, and fainted quite away; 

| Compaſſionate Iphiclur, and the good old Man, 

My Mother too, to my Aſſiſtance ran; 

In haſte cold Water on my Face they threw, 
And brought me to my ſelf with much ado; 


Ther 


W 


They meant it welly to me it ec md not W. 9 


My Anguiſh with my Soul together tame; © 
And in my Heart burſt dut tile fbrter Fiuhie: 


Undreſt, forelorn, I care not how I gg 


Stagger'd of old, and ſtraggled all about. 
Put on, Put on, the happy Ladies aj, 

Thy Royal Robes, fair Laod amiga 
Alas! before Troy's Walls my Dear docs lies, 
What Pleaſure can I take in Tyr jen Dye? | x? 


Shall Curls adorn my Head, an Helmet thine? 


4 in bright Tiſſues, thou in Armour ſhine? 
Rather with ſtudied Negligence Pll be 
Man, As ill, if not diſguiſed worſe than Thee. 
O Parzs ! raig'd by Ruins! may'ſt thou prove 
, As fatal in thy War, as in thy Love} | + 


O that the Grecien Dame had been leſs fair? e 


Or thou leſs lovely hadſt appear'd to Her 


LAODAMIN'% PRO TESAHEAUS. 


Inſpir'd with Wine, thus Bacchus frblick Rout 


Much kinder had they beeh to Jet me U . 


Since which, my unoombꝰd Locks unheeded flow, 


\ 


. 
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O Menelaus! timely ceaſe to firive ; - 1 + 
With how much Blood wilt thou thy Loſs retrieve 
From me, ye Gods, avert your heavy Doom, 
And bring my Dear, laden with Laurels home. 
But'my Heart fails me, when I think of War; 
The ſad Reflection coſts me many a Tn 

I tremble when I hear the very Name 

Of ev'ry Place where thou ſhalt fight for Fame. 
Beſides th'advent'rous Raviſher well 'kyew ' 
The ſafeſt Arts his Villany to purſue ; » 

In noble Dreſs he did her Heart ſurprize, 

With Gold he dazled her unguatded Eyes, 

He back'd his Rape with Ships and armed Men, 
Thus ſtorm'd, thus took the beauteous Fortreſs in. 
Againſt the Power of Love, and Force of Arms, 
There's no Security in the brighteſt Charms, 
 Hedtor | fear, much do I Hefor fear, 
A Man (they ſay) experienc'd in War. | 

| My Dear, if thou haſt any Love for me, 

Of that ſame Hector prithee mindful be, 


Fi 


LAODAMIA to PROTESILAUS. 33 
Fly him be ſure, and ev'ry other Foe, 

Leaſt each of them ſhould prove an Hector too. 
Remember, when for Fight thou ſhalt prepare, 
Thy Laadamia charg'd thee, have a care, > 8 
for what Wounds thou receiv'ſt, are given to her. 
If by thy Valour Trey muſt ruin'd be, 
May not the Ruin leave one Scar on thee ; : 
Sharer in th Honour, from the Danger free! 

Let Menelaus fight, and force his Way 

Through the falſe Ravsſher*s Troops to his Helena. 
Great by his Vict'ry, as his Cauſe is good, 

May he ſwim to her in his Enemies Blood. 

Thy Caſe is different—May'ſt thou live to ſee 
Deareſt) no other Combatant but me ! 

Ye gen'rous Trojans, turn your Swords away y 
from his dear Breaſt, find out a nobler Prey, 8 
Why ſhould you harmleſs Laodamia ſlay? 

My poor good-natur'd Man did never know 
hat 'tis to fight, or how to face a Foe ; 


Yet 


& OVID EZO1SFLESO! 
Yet in Love's Field what Wonders can he 4 


Great is his Proweſs, and his Fortune too; 
Let them go fight, who know not how to woe 
Now I muſt own, I fear to let thee go; 
My trembling Lips had almoſt told thee ſo. 
When from thy Father's Houſe thou didſt with, 
Thy fatal Stumble at the Door I ſaw, [4 1 
Lſawil it, ligh d, and pray d the Sign might be 
Of thy Return a happy Prophecy ! 

I cannot but acquaint thee with my Fear, | 


Be not too brave, Remember, Have a care, 
And all my Dreads will vaniſh into Air: 
Among the Grecians ſome one muſt be found 
That firſt ſhall ſet his Foot on Trojan Ground; 
Unhappy ſhe that ſhall his. Loſs bewail, 
Grant, O ye Gods, thy Courage then may fail; 
Of all the Ships be thine the very laſt, 
Thou the laſt Man that lands; there needs no haſte 
To meet a potent and a treach'rous Foe; 


Thoul't land, I fear, too ſoon, tho? ne er ſo {low. 
At 


LAODAMIA i PROTESILAUS. 8g 
At thy Return ply ey ry Sail and ar,, 
And nimbly leap on thy deſerted dor. 
All the Day long, and all the lonely Night, 
Black Thoughts of thee my anxious Soul affright; 
Darkneſs, to other Womens Pleaſures kind, 
vith. Augments, like Hell, the Torments of my Mind; 
rau, I court een Dreams, on my forſaken Bed, 
» IM Falſe Joys muſt ſerve, ſince all my true are fled. 
What's that ſame airy Phantom ſo like thee? _ 
| What Wailings do I hear, what Paleneſs fee? | 
5 


SY 


| wake, and hug my ſelf, tis but a Dream.— 
The Grecian Altars know I feed their Flame, 
ound The want of hallow'd Wine my Tears ſupply, 
1d; WM Vhich make the ſacred Fire burn bright and high, 
4 When ſhall I claſp thee in theſe Arms of mine, 
ail, Theſe longing Arms, and lye diffoly'd in thine? | 
; When ſhall I have thee by thy ſelf alone, __ 
haſte © To learn the wond'rous Actions thou haſt done; 
BB Vhich when i inrapt'rous Words thou haſt begun, 
low. With many and N a Kiſs, prithee tell on; 
At Such 


* 


\ 


8% OVID" EPISFLES. © 
Such Interruptions graceful Pauſes are, 
A Kiſs in Story's but an Halt in War. 

But when Ithink of Troy, of Winds, and Waves, 
I fear the pleaſant Dream my Hope deceives: 
Contrary Winds in Port detain thee too, 
In ſpite of Wind and Tide why wouldſt thou go? 
Thus to thy Country thou wouldſt hardly come, 
In ſpight of Wind and Tide thou went'ſt from home, 


To his own City Neptune ſtops the Way, 

Revere the Omen, and the Gods obey. 

Return, ye furious Grecians, homeward fly; 

Vour Stay is not of Chance, but Deſtiny: 

How can your Arms expect defir'd Succeſs, 

That thus contend for an Adultereſs ? 

But, let not me foreſpeak you, no, —ſet Sail, 

And Heav'n befriend you with a proſp'rous Gale! 
Ye Trojan] with regret methinks I ſee 

_ Your firſt Encounter with your Enemy; 

[ ſee fair Helen put on all her Charms, 

To buckle on her luſty Bridegroom's Arms; 

She 


ale! 


She 


LAODAMIA e PROTESILAUS. 87 
She gives him Arms, and Kiſſes ſhe receives, 
(I hate the Tranſports each to other gives; 
She leads him forth, and ſhe commands him come 
Safely victorious, and triumphant home: 
And he (no doubt) will make no nice Delay, 
But diligently do whate'er ſhe ſaxg. 
Now he returns! —ſee with what am'rous Speedy 
She takes the pond'rous Helmet from __ 
And courts the weary Champion to her Bed. 

We Women, too too credulous, alas ! | 

Think what we fear will ſurely come to paſs. 
Yet, while before the Leaguer thou dot lye, 
Thy Picture is ſome Pleaſure to my Eye, 


That I careſs in Words moſt kind and free, 

And lodge it on my Breaſt, as I would thee ; , 
There muſt be ſomething in it more than Art, 
Twere very thee, could it thy Mind impart; 

| kiſs the pretty Idol, and complain, 

As if (like thee) *twould anſwer me again. 
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| The ARGUMENT. 


ecuba, * with Cbildof Paris, eee ſhe was 
delivered of. Firebnaud: Priam, confilting the 
Prophets, was anſwerd the Child ſhould be the 
Cauſe of the Deſtruttion of Troy; wherefore 
Priam, commended it ſhould be delivered to wild 
Beaſts as ſodn as born, but 0 8 conv 
ſecretly r6 Mount Ida, there to be fo 1 
hepherds, where be falls in love 5 the 

- OEnone ; but at YA being known 22e , 4, be 
aal into Greece, aud carries Helen ts 4 


whieh OEnone hearing, writes him this Epiſtle. 
Eadthis, (if your new Bride wil ſuffet) read; 
And no Upbraidings from Mycena· dread. 
oa O Euane here does of her Swain 
ll (lf he will let her call him hers) complain. 

What God has robbꝰ'd me of your Loye and you? 
Or from what Crime of mine proceeds my Woe? 
5 Misfor. 


90% OVID" EPISTLES. 


Misfortunes, when deſerv'd, we may endure, 
But when unjuſtly born, can find no Cure. 
Tho? now a Prince, not yet ſo great you was, 
When a fam'd Nymph, I ſtoop'd to your Imbrace: 
A Slave you was, (forgive what J have ſaid) 
Slave as you was, I took you to my Bed. 
Often, amidſt your Flocks, beneath ſome Shade, 
On Leaves and Flow'rs we am'rouſly were laid, 


As oft, upon the Straw our Joys we prov'd 
In ſome low Shed from Winter Storms remoy'd 


When you roſe up to hunt, I ſhew'd you Game, 
Surpriz'd the Infant Savage and his Dam: 
Companion of your Sports, the Toils did bre 


And chear'd the ſwift pac'd Hounds upon the 
Upon the Trees your Sickle carv'd my Name, 
And ev'ry Beach is conſcious of your Flame. 
Well I remember that tall Poplar Tree, 
Ats Trunk is filbd, and with Records of me,) 
Which, may it live! on the Brook's Margin ſet, 
Has on its knotty Bark theſe Verſes writ: 
| Wien 


OE NONE PARIS. gr: 
en Paris lives not to OEnone true,  * 
Back Xanthus Streams ſhall to their Fountains fow | 
urn! turn ye Streams! and Xanthas backwards go! 

e faithleſs Paris has forgot his Vow. 

Calm was our Love, bleſt with delightful Eaſe, 
Till a black Storm o'ercaſt my former Peace, 

hen the ThreeHeav*nlyBeanties bleſt thine Eyes, 
Deügn d Thee Umpire to beſtow the Prize. 
from your Mouth the fatal Story came, 

\ ſwift cold Trembling ſhot thro? all my Frame. 

o ancient Sages my juſt Doubts I bear, 

und all conclude ſome dreadful Miſchief near. 
Now the tall Pines into ſtrong Barks you ſhape, 
nich ſweep the Surface of the yielding Deep. 

rom youk ſwoln Eyes the Tears at Parting crept, 
eny it not, nor be aſham'd you wept: 

Your Love was then no Injury to your Fame,” 

ou daily burn in a more ſhameful Flame.) 


re, 


[ou wept, and on my Eyes you gazing ſtood, | 
hoſe falling Tears increas'd the briny Flood. 
H : About 
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92 O: VIDE 2787 24. 
About my Neck your wreathing Arms you flung, 
Cloſer than Vines to their loyd Elms you clung 
When for your Stay you did the Tempeſts blame, 
How oft they laugh'd who knew the Ocean calm; 
Midſt thouſand Kiſſes, when you'd bid Farewe, 
Scarce could your Tongue the fatal Meſſage tel 
You are embarqu d: Againſt your Gally's Side 
The plying Oars beat up the foaming Tide; 
Till hurry'd from my Sight, your Ships [ view, 
Then my falt Tears the parched Sands bedey, 
Soon, ye Sea Gods, again ſoon may he come, 
(I fondly pray d) but to my Ruin ſoon. 1 bo 
The Gods my Wiſhes do ſucceſsful make, 
But all, alas! for that curſt Strumpet's ſake, 1 
ſback 
My Pray'rs into anothers Arms have brought you 
A vaſt high Rock there is, whoſe craggy Sides 
Suſtain the Fury of incroaching Tides; 
Your Sails hence ſpy d, I hardly could delay, 
Plung ' d in the Deep, to meet you by the way: 


OE NONE t PARIS. > 


When one I ſaw, while 4 ſhort pauſe I made, 
Upon the Deck in glorious Purple clad : 

ds! How I ſhook! Fear did my Soul poſſeſs 
ith horror, to behold th'unuſual Dreſs. 

v nearer to the Shoar your Veſſel came, 
ſpy'd, O blaſting ſight! the charming Dame: 
ay more, —hef wanton Head (into the Sea 

ny leapt I not?) upon your Boſom lay. 

was then I beat my Breaſt, and tore my Hair, 
ith all the Symptoms of a deep Deſpair. 
fll'd the Air with my diſtracted Cries, 
ind Idas Mount reſounded with the Noiſe. 
hence with dire Imprecations I remoy'd | 
nto thoſe conſcious Caves, where once we loy'd. - 
ear me, ye Gods! May the curſt Helen be 
s wretched full as ſhe has render'd me; 

ay ſhe complain of falſe and broken Vows, 

ind pine, like me, for a regardleſs Spouſe. 

ow they doCharm, who from theirHusbands fly, 
ind the wide Ocean plow, to follow thee ; 

H 2 When 
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When'a poor Shepherd, a-ſmall Flock youle * 
Then I, and only I, vouchſaf d my Bed. r 
Nor think I ſue'to be i in Courts ador'd; abi 
And own'd the Daughter of all Aſie's Lord? 
' Tho! your great Parents need not be aſham'd 
When mongſt their many Children I am'nam'd, 
A Sceptet would not ill become this Hand,” 
So much wiſh and merit to command. 
Deſpiſe me not, becauſe with you I lay, 
And paſs d, on new fall'n Leaves, che e 
For thy OEtont's worthy of a Bed; 
Not with green Leaves but gaudy Purple fpread. 
Safe you may Sleep and harmleſs in my . | 
Your Joys uninterrupted with Alarms: 
But with my Rival thus you muſt not live; 15 
For Greece in Arms demands the Fugitives" 
1 


Ruin is all the Dowry ſhe can give. 20 Posse 

Ask your grave Friends, with piercing Wiſdon A Fa 
(fra 

Whom . Vears have much Eren oi And 


Ak 
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* 7 OENONE"w.P'ARDS. ' gs 
Ask Sage Hntener; and your aged Sire, 
Ir the's'to be reſtor'd hom they require. 
I Baſe Man! your Country for her ſake deſtroy d. 
i sbame's on yout᷑ part, and Juſtice on their ſide. 
'd or can you think that ſhe will oon tant prove, 
d, Who was ſo eaſily enticꝰd to love? 
: - Wl When once debauch'd, our Sex for ever burn 
I" lau leſs Fire; Virtue knows no return; 
Diſhonour never givesa ſecomd Bo 
And once a Whore ſhe will be ever fo. | 
But her firin Love that ſeruple has remov'd ;/ ft | 
ain Man!/ev'n thus AHtrider once ſhe loud. 
Alone he lies, poor cred'lous Cuckold, now] 70 


And doesdeplore hat you cer while muſt do. 
Fool that he was to think' ſne could be true! 414 
Happy Andromache ! whoJultly N 11 
Poſſeſſed of a Firm and Loyal Heart! 1 \ Y 
A Faith like hers thou haſt beheld in me, | 
And Hector's Virtue ſhoutd have ſin'd in thee; ; 


Hz 5 


"96 OVID" EPISTLES. * 
But thou art lighter than the ſapleſs Leaf 1 bi 
Of which the Autumn Blaſts the Trees bereave; 
Or than the Stalks of the well ripen'd Wdeat, 
Made the Winds ſport by the Sun's parching 
Well I remember what your Siſter ſaid, no 
When the ſtrange God poſſeſsꝰd the furious Maid 
OEnone, cea/e.to plow up fruitleſs Lands, 
And ſow the Seed upon the barren Sande. 
The Grecian Heifer comes, who reaps thy 3055 
The Bane of Troy, and Priam's ancient Howſe. 
She comes! forbid it Heavn: And in the Deen 
Now, now, ye Gods, fink. down the guiltyShip; 
Now is the time to plunge it in the Flood, 
it brings Deſtruction, and is fraught with Blogd 
She ſaid: Her People ſnatch'd her from my.View 
As thro' the Woods full of the God ſhe flew.. 
Too true ſhe ſpoke! my Joys that Heifer prove, | 


Does in my Groves and Flowry Meadows move, 
And all the pleaſant Paſtures of my Love. 


Fit 


Fair the e be; your Bein is't Whore, 


Whom each new Face dla from — u. 


With Theſour thus the falle Inconiftant fed: 
But he untouch'd reltor d the harmleſs Maid. 


Ah who can Faith to the förg d 44 06 yield? 


His Veins with 'yourhful Blood and Vigor a 
A Lover to6 !' could fle his Joys forbear- 


And in Pofſefflon of his Head defparx? 

Miſcal not thus her ready Flight a Rape, D 

Her wicked ſelf contri 'd the with'd Eleipe. 

But I, falſe a as you are, have kept my 'Vows, | 

Tho? your Example would my Crimes Ke " 
Long. time L liv'd a Tenant of the Gro en 

The common Object of the Satyr's Loves, 

Me, faudus too, who o'er the Mountains fled, | 

Purſu'd with Leafy Ctiaplets on his Head; 

And Phebus, who, but with much force, obtain'd | 

That Blifs for which the reſt in vain complain d. 


tore my Hair, while my ſoft Limbs he preſt, 
And that curſt Face for which I was diſgrac'd. 
H 4 EE 
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938 OVID: EPISTLES. | 
No ſordid recompence of Wealth I ſought,., 
That Creature's mean whoſe Love is to bg bought 
But me the grateful God with Knowled 2 | 
And the ſame Gifts, for which himlelf”s .adord 
For no one Plant the fertile Earth does yield 
But in its Virtues! am amply skill d, nk pron 
Wretch! of what uſe does thy vain 1 Knowled, t 
: No Drug, alas! can cure the Wounds of Love. 
Not Phebus ſelf, the Author of our Art, 


Could in this caſe guard his Immortal Hear: 

Nought or from Earth, or Hear n cap.en Cure n 
In thee alone muſt my Relief be found: 13 
| My Paris can, and he muſt Pity ſhow, i bi 
To her who merits all he can beſtow ; 25 8 

For 1 am yours, with you of old did paſky _ 

In childiſh Innocence, my Infant Days; An 
And! beſeech you, Gods, to fix my doom, But 
And give that Bleſſing to the Time to come. Oh 
So in his Arms, to whom my Youth I lent, 


Shall the Remains of my bleſt Life be 1 
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Y Q vine, Frome Paris, Lord, of m Defires, 


L Once render Partner of my ſofteſt Fires: 

To thee write, mine, whillt a Shepherd's Swain, | 

$ But now a Prince, that Title you diſdain. {et 1 4 

e. ob fatal Pomp, that cou d ſo ſoon divide 
What Love, and al gur Vows ; ſo firmly 7 
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What God, our Loves induſtrious to prevent, 
Curſt thee with Pow'r, and ruin'd my Conti 
Greatneſs, which does at beſt but ill agree 
With Love, ſuch diſtance ſets twixt Thee and 1 
Whilſt Thou a Prince, and I a Shepherdeſs, 0 
My raging Paſſion can have no redreſs. Et 4 
Wou'd Heavn, when firſt I faw thee,” thou hadf: 
This Great, this Cruel Celebrated Thing, n 
That without hope I might have gaz d and bos 
And mixed my Adoration with the c 
Unwounded then I had eſcap'd thoſe Eyes, 
Thoſe Lovely Authors of my Miſeries. 
Not that leſs Charms their fatal Pow'r had dreſt, 
But Fear and Awe my Love had then fupprelt 
My unambitious Heart no Flame bad known, 

But what Devotion pays to Gods alone. 
I might have wonder'd, and have wiſht that He, 
' Whom Heay' n ſhould make me love, mi hr look 
More in a filly Nymph had been a Sin, SUE: 


This had the height of my Preſumption been. 
Is | By 
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But Thou a: Flock didit feed on Aerials, FF 


A Title) which more Virgin. Hearts bas won, 
Than that of being own'd King Prius s Son. 


You ſaws and did above the reft prefer Gil, 
You ſaw! and at fitſh fight you low dm too, 
Nor cou d I hide the Wounds recei d from yot., 
Me all the, Village Herdſmen ſtrove to gain, 


Thou hadſi my Heart, and they my cold Diſlain. U 

Nor all their Offerings, Garlands, and fivſt-born 

(f their low d Ewes, cou d bribe my Nl Foul, 

% Love, like hidden Treaſure long conceabd, 
ou'd only, Where twas deflin't; be reveal &,) | 

* yet how long my Maiden blues ane 

Not to betray the eaſit new-born Love. 5 


And I, unskill'd, declare it at my Eyes. 


But 


and hadſt no Title, but Tho Lovely Swi. + 1 


Whilſt we a harmleſs Neighb'ring Cottager 


' 
' 


R 1 . 
SF 


For me the Shepherds ſigh d and ſu d in-vain; 8 7 | 


W 
But at thy ſight te kindling Fire wende, 12 


1 


A thouſand times my Hand with Kiſſes preſt, 


New Joy fild theirs, new Love and Shame al 
Juoõou ſaw the Fears my kind Diſorder ſhows, 
And broke your Silence with a thouſand'Vow! 
Hleav'ns, how you ſwore! by ew'ry Powe Divi 


And wiſh'd their Curſe, when e er thoſe Vowsyou 


Which Itook in, believ'd, and was undone. 


80 wounded, rarely finds a Cure in Art. 
At leaſt this Heart which Fate has deſtin'd 2 [ rei 
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But oh the Joy! the mighty Ecſtaſie N 
Poſſeſt thy Soul at this Diſcovery? ? Pract 


Speechleſs, and panting at my Feet you lay, , 
And ſhort-breath'd Sighs told what you could t 


And look'd ſuch Darts, as none cou'd der reſi 
Silent we gaz'd, and as my Eyes met thine, 


You wou'd be ever true! be ever mine! 
Fach God, a ſacred Witneſs you invoke, ea oke 


Quick to my Heart the perjur'd Accents ran, 


Vous are Love's poiſon'd Arrows, and the Heart 


This Heart unpractis d in Loves myſtick Pow'rs; 


For I am ſoft, and Young as Apri I Flow'rs. 
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Now uncontrol'd we meet, mee | 
Fach happier Minute in new Joys of Love! 

Soft were our Hours! and laviſhly the Day 

We gave intirely up to Love and Play. | 

Oft to the cooling Groves our Flocks we led. . 
And, ſeated on ſome ſhaded flowry Bed, is | | 
Watch'd the united Wantons as they. fed. 
And all the Day my liſtning Soul I hung 1 
Upon the charming Muſick of thy Tongue, 8 
And never thought the bleſſed Hours too long.) 
No Swain, no God like thee cou'd ever ar | 


Or had ſo ſoft an Art in whiſpering Love. 

No wonder that thou art ally d to J]. 
And when you pip'd; or ſung, or danc'd, orſpoke, 
The God appear'd in ey'ry Grace, and Look.- /- 
Pride of the Swains, and Glory of the Shades, | 
The Grief, and Joy of all the Love-lick Maids. ' | 1 
Thus whilſt all Hearts you ruld without Controul, * 
[ reign'd the abs lute Monarch of your 8oul. 


. 


Each 


1% OvI D BPTST EEA 
Each Beachmy Name yet bears,carv'd ourdyThes 
Paris and his OEnone fill each Tree; | 4; * 
And as they grow, the Letters larger ſpread, 
Grow ſtill a Witneſs of my Wrongs when dead 
Cloſe by a ſilent Silver Brook there grows 
A Poplar, under whoſe dear gloomy Boughs 
A thouſand times we have exchang'd our Vows! 
Oh may'{ thou grow! to an endleſs date of Year! 
Who on thy Bark this fatal Record bears; 
' When Paris to OEnone proves untrue, 
Back Xanthus Streams ſball to their Foutttainflac. 
Turn! turnyeurTide! back to your Fountain run) 
The perjur'd Swain from all his Faith is gone! 
Curſt be that Day, may Fate point out the Hour, 
As Ominovs in his black Kalender; 595 
When Venus, Pallas, and the Wife of * 
Deſcended to thee in the Myrtle Grove, 


In ſhining Chariots drawn by winged Clouds; 


Naked they came, no Veil their Beauty ſhrouds; 


But 
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Jut ev'ry Charm, and Grace exposd to view., 
eft Heav n to be ſurvey'd and judg'd by you. 

o bribe thy Voice, Juno wou'd Crowns beſtowy 
Pallas more gratefully wou'd dreſs thy Brow - 
With Wreaths of Wit; Venus propos'd the Choice- . 
Of all the faireſt Greeks ; ; and had thy Voice. 4 
Crowns, and more glorious Wreaths thou did 


And promis'd Beauty more than Empire prizel, 
This when you told, Gods] what a killing F |: 


Did over all my ſhivering Limbs appear? 
And I preſag'd ſame ominous Change was near! 
The Bluſhes left my Cheeks, from ev'ry Part 
The Blood ran ſwift to guard my fainting Heatt, 

Youin my Eyes, the glimmering Light perceiv'dy 40 


Of parting Life, and op my pale Lips breath'd 
Such Vows, 28 all my Terrors undeceiy'd. | 
But ſoon the envying Gods diſturb our Joys, 12 
Declare thee great! and all my Bliſs deſtroys! . 
And now the Fleet 1 f Anchor d in the Baß 


uds; That muſt to Troy the Glorious Youth convey. | 
q Heav'ns! _ 


But 


es OVID ET FEE 

5 Heavns! how you look'd! and what a Godlike 
At their firſt Homa ge beautify'd your Face Ne 
Yet this no Wonder or Amazement brought, - 
You ſtill a Monarch were in Soul and Thought! 
Nor cou'd 1 tell which moſt the Sight augments, 
| Your Joys of Pow'r, or parting Diſcontents. 

You kiſt the Tears which down my Checks did Ho. 
And mingled yours with the ſoft falling Tide, * And 
Arid *twixt your Sighs a thouſand times you fad, WY B. 


' Ceaſe, my OEnone ! ceaſe, my charming Maid! (The 


IF Paris lives bis Native Troy to ſee, +, * hi 

My lovely Nymph, thou ſhalt 4 Princeſs be ant 
But my prophetick Fear no Faith allows, or: 

| My breaking Heart reſiſted all thy Vows. | Chan 


Ah muſt we part ! | cry'd; thoſe killing Words (Be 
No further Language to my Grief affords. Tha 
Trembling, | fell upon thy panting Breaſt, Nor 
Which was with equal Love, and Grief ak As tl 
While Sighs and Looks, all dying, ſpoke the re No 


About 
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une About thy Neck my feeble Arms I caſt; bo 

mace Not Vines, nor Toy circle Elms ſo faſt. . 
ro ſtay, what dear Excuſes didſt thou frame, 

and fancied Tempeſts when the Seas were calm! 

How oft the Winds contrary feign'd to be, 15 

When they, alas, were only ſo to me! 

How oft new Vows of laſting Faith you ſwore, 
And *twixt your Kiſſes all the old run o'er. 

But now the wiſely Grave, who Love deſpiſe, 
(Themſelves paſt Hope) do buſily adviſe, © 
Whiſper Renown, and Glory in thy Ear, th | 
Language which Lovers fright, and Swains hea 
For Trey, they cry, theſe Shepherds Weeds lay 


ChangeCrooks forScepters! Garlands for 0084 
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4 


che ſure that Crown does far leſs eaſie ſit 
Than Wreaths of F low*rs, leſs innocent and ſweet. F 
Nor can thy Beds of State ſo grateful be/, | 
0 As thoſe of Moſs, and new fall'n Leaves with me! 

Now tow'rds the Beach we go, and all the Way 


[furvey; 
The Groves, be em, dark Woods, and Springs 
| I ; Thar 


18 O VID ZPJSTLES, 
That were ſo often conſcious to the Rites 


Of ſacred Love, in our dear ſtol'n Delights. This 
With Eyes all languiſhing, each Place you view, * 
And ſighing, cry'd, Adieu, dear Shades, Adieu! * 


Then 'twas thy Soul e'en doubted which to do, 
Refuſe a Crown, or thoſe dear Shades forgo! 
Glory and Love! the great Diſpute purſu'd, 
But the falſe Idol ſoon the God ſubdu d. 
And now on Board you go, and all the Sails 
Are looſen'd, to receive the flying Gales. _ 
Whilſt I half dead on the forſaken Strand, 
Beheld thee ſighing on the Deck to ſtand, 
Wafting a thouſand Kiſſes from thy Hand. 
And whilſt I cou'd the leſſening Veſſel ſee, 
I gaz'd, and ſent a thouſand Sighs to thee; 
And all the Sea-born Nereids implore | 
Quick to return thee to our Ruſtick Shore. 
Now like a Ghoſt I glide thro? ev'ry Grove,) 
| Silent, and ſad as Death, about! rove, 
And viſit all our Treaſuries of Love! 


bich, mix'd with Sun-beams, dazling it 
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This Shade th? account of thouſand Joys does bie, 
As many more this murm'ring River's ſide, 
Where the dear Graſs, as ſacred, does retain 
The Print, where thee and I ſo oft have lain. | 
Upon this Oak thy Pipe and Garland's plac'd, 
That Sycamore is with thy Sheep-hook grac'd. 
Here feed thyFlocks,oncelov'd,tho'now thy ſcorn; 
Like me forſaken, and like me forlorn! | 
A Rock there is, from whence I cou d ſurvey 
From far the blueiſh Shore, and diſtant Sea, 
Whoſe hanging Top with Toil Iclimb each Day, 
ith greedy View I run the Proſpect o'er, | 
To ſee what wiſh'd-for Ships approach our Shoar, 
One Day all hopeleſs on its Point I ſtood, 
And ſaw a Veſſel bounding o'er the Flood. 
And as it nearer drew, I could diſcern DT 
dich Purple Sails, Silk Cords, and Golden Stern, 


pon the Deck a Canopy was ſpread h | . 


1 , 


Vf Antick Work in Gold and Silver made, 


I 2 But 


Mad as the Seas in Storms, I breathe Deſpair, 
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But oh! beneath this glorious Scene of State 
(Curſt be the Sight) a fatal Beauty fate, 
And fondly you were on her Boſom lay'd, 
Whilſt with your perjur'd Li psher Fingers play'd: 
| Wantonly curd and dally'd with that Hair 
Of which, as ſacred Charms, I Bracelets wear. 
| Oh! hadſt thou ſeen me then in that mad State 
So ruin'd, ſo deſign'd for Death and Fate, 
Fix d on a Rock, whoſe horrid Precipice " 
In hollow Murmurs Wars with angry Seas, 
Whilſt the bleak Winds aloft my Gatments bear, 
Ruffling my careleſs and diſhevel'd Hair, 
Ilook'd like the ſad Statue of Deſpair. 
With out-ſtretch'd Voice I cry'd, and all around 
The Rocks and Hills my dire Complaints reſound 
I rend my Garments, tear my flatt'r ring Face, 
Whoſe falſe deluding Charms my Ruin was. 


( 


Or Winds let looſe in unceſiſting Air, 


7 Raging 
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uging and frantick through the Woods [ fly, 
And Paris! lovely, faithleſs Paris; ry. 
But when the Echo's ſound thy Name again, 

| change to new variety of Pain. 

For that dear Name ſuch 'Tenderneſs inſpires, 

As turns all Paſſion to Love' s ſofter Fires: 


With Tears I fall to kind Complaints again; 
do Tempeſts are allay d by Show'rs of Rain. 

Say, lovely Vouth, why wouldſt thou thus betray 
My eaſie Faith, and lead my Heart aftray? _ | 
[night ſome humbleShepherd'sChoice have been, 
Had I that Tongue ne'er heard, thoſe Eyes ne er 
And in ſome homely Cott, in low Repoſe, ü 
Livd undifturb'd with broken Vows and Oaths: 
All Day by ſhaded Springs my Flocks have kept, 
And in ſome honeſt Arms at Night have ſlept. 

Then unupbraided with my Wrongs thoud'ſt been 
we in the Joys of the fair Grecian: Queen: | 
What Stars do rule the Great? No ſooner you 
became a Prince, but you were perjur'd. too. 

1 Are 
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AreCrownsand Falſhoods then conſiſtent Things! 
And muſt they all be faithleſs who are Kings? 
The Gods be prais'd that I was humbly born, 
Even tho? it renders me my Paris Scorn. 
And Thad rather this way wretched prove, Wh 
Than be a Queen, and faithleſs in my Love. Leſ 
Not my fair Rival wou'd I wiſh to be, 
To come prophan'd by others Joys to thee. 
A ſpotleſs Maid into thy Arms I brought, 
Untouch'd in Fame, ev'n Innocent in Thought. zn. 
Whilſt ſhe with Love has treated many a Gueſt, 
And brings thee but the Leavings of a Feaſt: 
With The/eus from her Country made Eſcape, 
Whilſt ſhe miſcall'd the willing Flight, a Rape: 
So now from Atreus Son, with thee is fled, 
And till the Rape hides the Adult'rous Deed. 
And is it thus Great Ladies keep intire 
That Virtue they fo boaſt, and you admire? 
Is this a trick of Courts, can Raviſhment 
Serve for a poor Evaſion of Conſent? 


Hard 
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Hard hift to fave that Honour priz'd ſo high, 
Whilſt the mean Frauds the greater Infamy. 
How much more happy are we Rural Maids, 
Who know no other Palaces than Shades? 

Who want no Titles to inſlave the Crowd, 

Leſt they ſhou'd babble all our Crimes aloud. ' 
No Arts our Good to ſhow, our Ills to hide, 

Nor know to cover faults of Love with Pride. 

| lov'd, and all Love's Dictates did purſue, 
And never thought it cou'd be Sin with you. 

To Gods, and Men, I did my Love proclaim; 
For one ſoft Hour with thee, my charming Swain, 
Wou'd Recompence an Age to come of Shame, 
Cou'd it as well but fatisfie my Fame. 
But oh thoſe tender Hours are fled and loſt, 

And I no more of Fame, or thee, can boaſt! 
Twas thou wert Honour, Glory, all to me: 25 
Till Swains had learn'd the Vice of Perjury, ( 
No yielding Maids were charg'd with Infamy. 


4 Tis 
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Tis falſe and broken Vows make Love 2 Sin, 
Hadſt thou been true, we innocent had been. 
But thou leſs Faith than Autums Leaves doſt ſhow, 
Which ev'ry Blaſt bears from their native Bough. 
Leſs Weight, leſs Conſtancy, in thee is born 
Than in the lender mildew'd Ears of Corn. 
Oft when youGarlands wove todeck my Hair, 
Where myſtick Pinks and Dazies mingled were, | 
You ſwore *twas fitter Diadems to bear: 
And when with eager Kiſſes preſt my Hand, 
Haveſaid, How well a Scepter — Command! 
And iſ I danc'd upon the flow'ry Green, 
With charming, wiſhing Eyes ſurvey my 6 
And cry, The Gods deſign'd thee for a Queen! 
Why then for Helen doſt thou me forſake? 
Can a poor empty Name ſuch Diff rence make? 
Beſides, if Love can be a Sin, thine's one, 
Since Helen does to Menelaus belong. 
Be Juſt, reſtore her back, ſhe's none of thine, 


And, charming Parzs, thou art only mine. 
; TT 


Tis 
To | 
No v 
Lov! 
And 
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n, WW Tis no ambitious Flame that makes me-ſue | 

n. To be again belov'd, and bleſt wih you; 3 
20w; ¶ No vain Deſire of being ally d i a King, ? 


ugh. Love is the only Dowry 1 can bring, 

1 And tender Love is all I ask again. 

1 Whilſt on her dang*rous Smiles fierce War muſt 

ür, Wich Fire and Vengeance at your Palace G 
Rouze your ſoft Slumbers with their roughAlarms, 

And rudely ſnatch you from her faithleſs Arms: 
„Turn then, fair Fugitive, e*er tis too late, 
Fer my miſtaken Love procures thy Fate; 8 = 
Tera wrong'd Husband does thy Death deſign, 

And pierce that dear, that faithleſs Heart of thine. 1 


8 


PARIS to HELENS 


By Mr. RICHARD * 
* 5 
Tie ARGUMENT. 


Paris, having ſail d to Sparta for the obtaining of 


Helen, whom Venus had promi ſed him ar thi Re- 


ward of his tdjudging 4 Prige of Beuuty to ber, 
das nobly there entertain d by Menelaus, He- 
len's Husband; but he being rdihd 3 


to take Poſſeſſion of what was left him by bis 
Grand-father Atreus, commends his. Gueſ to the 


Cate of his Wife. In his Abſente Paris Courts 
ber, and writes to her the following tpiſtle. 


A. L Health, fair Nymph, thy Fabi: ' 
Tho' You, and only You, can give 108. 
Shall I then ſpeak? or ĩs it needleſs grown 

To tell a Paſſion that it ſelf has ſhown? 
| Do's not my Love it ſelf tod open lay, 
And all I think in all I do betray? 
I not, oh! may it {till in ſecret lie, 


"Tut Tint with our kind Wiſhes ſhall comply, 
Till 
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PARIS HELENA my 
Till all our Joys may to us come ſincere, 
Nor loſe their Price by the allay of Fear. 

In vain I ſtrive; who can that Fire-conceal, 
Which do's it ſelf by its own Light reveal? 
But if you needs would hear my trembling Tongue 
Speak what my Actions have declar'd ſo long, 
Love; you've there the Word that does impart 
The trueſt Meſſage from my bleeding Heart. 
Forgive me, Madam, that I thus corifeſs 

To you, my fair Phyſician, my Diſeaſe, 
And with ſuch Looks this ſuppliant Paper grace, 
As beſt become the Beauties of that Face. 
May that ſmooth Brow no angry Wrinkle wear, 
But be your Looks as kind as they are fair. 

Some Pleaſure *tis to think theſe Lines ſhall find 
An Entertainment at your Hands ſo kind, 
For this creates a Hope, that I too may, 
Receiy'd by you, as happy be as they. 

Ah! may that Hope be true! nor I complain 
That Venus promis'd you to me in vain. 


| 


For 
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For know, leaſt you through Ignorance offend 


The Gods, *tis Heav'n that me does hither ſend. 


None of the meaneſt of the Pow'rs Divine 
That firſt inſpir'd, ſtill favours my Deſign, 
Great is the Prize I ſeek, I muſt confeſs, 
But neither is my Due or Merit leſs: 
Venus has promis'd ſhe would you aſſign, 

Fair as her ſelf, to be for ever mine. 
Guided by her, my Trey left for thee, _. 
Nor fear'd the Dangers of the faithleſs Sea. 0 
She with a kind and an auſpicious Gale 15 
Drove the good Ship, and ſtretch'd out ev'ry Sail 
For ſhe, who ſprung out of the teeming Deep, 
Still oer the Main do's her wide Empire keep. 
Still may ſhe keep it, and as ſhe with eaſe 
Allays the Wrath of the moſt angry Seas, 

So may ſhe give my ſtormy Mind ſome Reſt, 
And calm the raging Tempeſt of my Breaſt, 


And bring home all my Sighs and all my Vows 
To their wiſh'd Harbour, and deſir'd Repoſe. 


Hither 


nd 


let 
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Hither my Flames I brought, not found em here: 

[my whole Courſe by their kind Light did ſteer: 

For I by no Miſtake or Storm was toſt 

Againſt my Will upon this happy Coaſt. | 

Nor as a Merchant did I plow the Main 

To venture Life, like ſordid Fools, for Gain. 

No; may the Gods preſerve my preſent Store, 

And only give' me you to make it more. 

Nor to admire the Place came I ſo far; 

[ have Towns richer than your Cities are. 

Tis you I ſeek, to me from Venus due, 

You were my Wiſh, before your Charms Iknew. 

Bright Images of you my Mind did draw 

Long e'er my Eyes the lovely Object ſaw. 

Nor wonder that with the ſwift-winged Dart, 

At ſuch a Diſtance you could wound my Heart: 

So Fate ordain'd, and leſt you fight with F ate; 

Hear and believe the Truth I ſhall relate. 
Now in my Mother's Womb ſhut up I lay, 

Her fatal Burthen longing for the Day, 


When 
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When ſhe in a myſterious Dream was told. 
Her teeming Womb a burning Torch did hold; 
Frighted ſhe riſes, and her Viſion ſhe 

To Priam tells, and to his Prophets EY ; 
They ſing that I all Troy ſhould ſet on Fire, 

But ſure Fate meant the Flames of my Deſire. 
For fear of this among the Swains expos'd, 

My native Greatneſs every thing diſclos'd. 
Beauty, and Strength, and Courage join'd in one, 
Through all Diſguiſe fpoke me a Monarchs Son 
A place there is in Idas thickeſt Grove 

With Oakes and Fir-trees ſhaded all above, 


The Graſs here grows untoucht by bleatingFlocks, 
Or Mountain Goat, or the laborious Ox. 


From hence Treys Towꝰ rs, Magni ſicence and Pride, 
Leaning againſt an aged Oak, I ſpy'd. [Gr ARE" 
When ſtraight methought I heard the trembling 
With the ftrange Noiſe of trampling Feet reſound. 
In the ſame inſtant Fove's great Meſſenger, 

og all his Wings born through the yielding Air, 
Lighting 


;ghting before my wond ring Eyes did ſtand. 
is Golden Rod ſhone in his ſacred Hand: 
ith bim three charming Goddeſſes there came, 
u, and Pallas, and the Cyprian Dame. 
ith an unuſual Fear I ſtood amaz d, 
Till thus the God my ſinking Courage rais'd; 
ear not; Thou art } ave's Subſtitute below, 
The Prize of beav'nly Beauty to beſtow ; 
Cntending Goddeſſes appeal to fon, 
Decide their Strife; He ſpake, and up he flew, 
Then Bolder grown, I throw my Fears away, 
- Wand ev.ry one with curious Eyes ſurvey | 
ty Each of dem merited the Victory, 4 


old; 


And I, their doubtful Judge, was griey'd toſee, 
ide, WM That One muſt have it, whendeſery'd by Three. 
But yet that One there was which moſtprevail'd, | 

ting nd with more pow'rful Charms my Heart ani d. 
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na. Ahl would you know who thus my Breaſt could = 


Who die he bet the far Queen of Love? | 


—_ : OS _— 


122 OVIDT EPISTLES.” 
With mighty Bribes they all for Conqueſt ftrive, 
Juno will Empires, Pallas Valour give, 


WhilfÞftand doubting which I ſhould prefer, | 


Empire's ſoft Eaſe, or glorious Toils of War; 
But Venus gently ſmil'd, and thus the ſpake, 
They're dung rous Gifts, O do not, do not take! 
Ti make Thee Love's immortal Pleaſures know, 
And Joys that in full Tides for ever flow. 
For, if you Fudge the Conqueſt to be mine, * 
| Fair Leda's fairer Daughter ſhall be thine. 
She ſpake; and I gave her the Conqueſt due, 
Both to her Beauty, and her Gift of you: 
Mean while (my angry Stars more gentle grom) 
1 am acknowledg'd Royal Priam's Son, | 
All the glad Court, all Trey do's celebrate, 
With a new Feſtival, my Change of Fate. 
And as J languiſh now, and die for thee, 
So did the Beauties of all Troy for me. 
Vou in full Pow'r over a Heart do reign, 
For which a thouſand Virgins ſigh'd in vain: 
„ Peer 
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Nor did Queens only fly to my Embrace, 
But Nymphs of Form Divine, and Heav'nly Race: 
[ all their Loves with cold Diſdain repreſt, 
Since Hopes of you firſt fir d my longing Breaſt. 
Your charming Form all Day my Fancy drew, 
And when Night came, my Dreams were all of you. 
What Pleaſures then muſt you your ſelf impart, 
Whoſe Shadows only ſo ſurpriz?d-my Heart? 
And oh! how did I burn approaching nigh'r, 
That was ſo ſcorch'd by ſo remote 4 Fire! 
For now no longer could my Hopes refrain 

From ſeeking their wiſh'd Object thro the Main, 
| fell the ſtately Pine, and evry Tree 
That beſt was fit to cut the yielding Se, 
fetch d from Gargarias Hills, tall Firs Icleave, 
And Ide naked to the Winds I leave, 
Sf Oaks I bend, and ſolid Planks I form. 
And ewry Ship with well knit Ribs I am. 
o the tall Maſt I Sails and Streamers join, 
id the gay Poops with painted Gods do ſhine. 

| K But 
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But on my Ship does only Venus ſang 
With little Cupid ſmiling in her Hang. 
Guide of the Way ſhe did her ſelf command. 
My Fleet thus rigg q, and all my Fhoughtsonthe 
J long to plow the vaſt Agean Sea; 
My anxious Parents my Deſires witkſtanq, 
And both with pious Tears my Stay cammand: 
Caſſandra too, with looſe dilbevel'd Hair, 


h. C 


Juſt as our haſty Ships to fail prepare. hen 1 
Full of Prophetick Fury cries aloud, n, x 
Oh whither ſteers my Brother thre the Flad! I. 1 
Little, ah! little deft tho know or beed ur B 


To what araging Fire theſe Waters ad. 
True were her Fears, and in my Breaſt Lee! | 
The ſcorching Flames her Fury did fargtel. | 
Vet out I fail, and favour' d by-the Wipd: 
On your bleſt Shore my wiſh'd-fog Hayes find 


dall! 
dr live 
 clat 


| ſpe 
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Your Husband then, ſo Hęavn, dae dre h. 
In his own Hoyle 1 _ TORN * mucl 
rn 
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Mess me whate'er in Sparta does delight iT 
e curious Travellets enquiring Sight: 

t who only long' d to gaze on you, 
uld taſte no Pleaſure in the idle Show. 

at thy Sight ; oh! where was then my Heart 
t from my Breaſt it gave a ſudden Start, 
g forth and met half-way the fatal Dart. 
h, or leſs charming. was the Queen of Love, 
hen with her Rival Goddeſſes ſhe ſtrove. 

it, Faireſt. badſt thou come among the Three, 
en the the Prize muſt have reſign'd to Thee. 
ur Beauty is the only Theme of Fame, 

dall the World ſounds with fait Helens Name; 
r lives there She whom Pride it ſelf can raiſe 
) claim with you an equal ſhare of Praiſe: 

| ſpeak falſe? rather Report does ſo, 

taQting from you in a Praiſe too low. 

re here I find than that could ever tell, 
much your Beauty does your Fame excel. 


l. 


L LOEE 


and: 


K 2 Well 
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> 


Well then might Theſeur, herwho allthingsknew;M ef 


Think none was worthy of his Theft but you: 
I this bold Theft admire; but wonder more 
He ever would ſo dear-a Prize reſtore: 
Ah! would theſe Hands have ever let you po? 
Or could I live; and be divorc'd from you? 
No; ſooner I with Life it felf could parti? 
Than ter ſee you torn from my bleeding len 
But could I do as he, and give yow- eK, 
Yet ſure ſome Taſte of Love l firſt would take, 
Would firſt in all your blooming Excellence 
And Virgin Sweets feaſt my luxurious Senſe; 
Or if you would not let that Treaſurè go, 
Kiſſes at leaſt you ſhould, you would beſtow, 
And let me ſmell the Flower as it did grow. 
Come then into my longing Arms, and: try 
My laſting, fred, Eternal Conſtancy n 
W hich never 'till my fun'ral Pile ſhall waſte; 
My preſent Fire ſhall mingle with my laſt. 
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Scepters and Crowns for you I did diſdain, 
With which great Juno tempted me in vain-. 
and when bright Pallas did her Bribes ron | 


One ſoft Embrace from you I did prefer 
ToCourage; Strength, and all the Pomp of War. 
Nor ſhall Jever thing my Choice was ill, 

My Judgmentẽ's ſettled, and approves it ſtill. 
Do you but grant my Hopes may prove as true 
As they were plac'd above all things but you, 
lam, as well as you, of Heav'nly Race, 

Nor will my Birth your mighty Line diſgrace; : 
Pallas and Jove our noble Lineage head, 

And them a- Race of God-like Kings ſucceed. 
All Alais Sceprers'tb my Father bow, 

And half the fpacious Eaſt his Pow'r allow. © | 
There you ſhall ſee the Houſes roof'd with Gold, | 
And Temples gforious 1s the Gods they hold. 
Troy you ſhall ſce, and Divine Walls admire, | 
built to the Conſort of Ons Lyre, 


KC: What 


128 QVID / EYISTLES 
What need I the vaſt Flood of People tell, | 
That over its wide Banks does almoſt fwell? MM 7: 
You ſhall gay Troops of Phrygian Matrons mee 
And Tryan Wives ſhining in ev'ry Street. That 
How often then will you your ſelf confe(s Tithe 
The Emptineſs and Poverty of Greece? The 
How often will you fay, one Palace there 
Contains more Wealth than do whole Cities here Let 
I ſpeak not this your Sparta to diſgrace, ) 
For whereſoe er you Life began its Race 0 
Muſt be to me the happieſt, deareſt Place. 
Yet Sparta's poor; and you, that ſnouſd be dreſs' 
In all the Riches of the ſhining Eaſt, 
Should underſtand how ill that ſordid Place 
Suits with the Beauty of your Charming Face. 
That Face with coſtiy Dreſs and rich Attire 
Should thine, and make che gazing World ada 
When you the Habit of my Tręiant ſee, 0 
What, think ye, muſt that of their Ladięs be? 


Oh 
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A Trojan in your Bed to entertain. 

He was a Trgjen, and of our great Line, 
That to the Gods does mix Immortal Wine ; 
Tithonus too, whom to her roſie Bed 

The Goddeſs of the Morning bluſhing led; 
do was. Anchiſes of our Trojan Race, 

Yet Venus ſelf to his deſir'd Embrace, 

Vith all her Train of little Loves, did fly, 
And in his Arms learn'd for a while to lye. 
Nor do I think that Menelaus can. 
Compar'd with me, appear the greater Man. 
Im ſure my Father never made the Sun 


Vith frighted Steeds from his dire Banquet run: 
No Grand-father of mine is ſlain d with Blood, 


Or with his Crime names the Myrtoan Flood. 
None of our Race does! in the Seygian Lake | 


\ 


Snatch at thoſe Apples he wants Power to take. 
But ſtay ; ſince you with ſach a Husband j join, 
Your Father Jove is fort'd to grace his Line. 


gba . 


He 


129 
0h! then be kind, fair Spartan, nor diſdain + 
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He (Gods!) a Wretch unworthy of thoſe Charms 
Does all the Night lye melting in your Arms, - 
Does ev'ry Minute to new Joys improve, | 

And riots in the luſcious Sweets of Love. 

I but at Table one ſhort View can gain, 

And that too only to increaſe my Pain: 

O may ſuch Feaſts my worſt of Foes attend, 

As often I at your ſpread Table find. 

I loath my Food when my tormented Eye 

Sees his rude Hand in your ſoft Boſom lye. 

I burſt with Envy when I him behold 

Your tender Limbs in his looſe Robe infold. 
When he your Lips with melting Kiſſes ſeal'd, 
Before my Eyes I the large Goblet held. 
When you with him in ſtrict Embraces cloſe, 
My hated Meat to my dry'd Palate grows. 

Ofc have I Gigh'd, then ſigh'd again to ſee 

That $i gh wich ſcornful Smiles repaid by thee. 


Oft I with Wine would quench my hot Deſire , 


In vain; for fo I added Fi ire to Fi ire. 
Oft 
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Oft have I turn'd away my Head in vain, {7 
You ſtraight recalbd my longing Eyes again- 
What ſhall I do? your Sports with Grief I e. 81 


- 


But it's a greater, not to look on Thee. 
With all my Art I ſtrive my Flames to hide, 
But through the thin Diſguiſe they are deſcryd: 
Too well, alas! my Wounds to you are known, 
And O that they were ſo to you alone! 
How oft turn I my weeping Eyes awayy . 
Leſt he the Cauſe ſhould ask, and Tbetray®' ?: 
VhatTales of Love tell l when warm'd with Wines 
To your dear Face applying ev'ry Line. OY na! 
, In borrow'd Names I my own Paſſion ſhew, 
They the fain'd Lovers are, but I the trum. 
dometimes more Freedom in Diſcourſe to gain, 
For my Excuſe I Drunkenneſs would feign: 1 H 
Once I remember your looſe Garment fell, # 0 | 


And did your naked, ſwelling Breaſts reveal T 
breaſts whites gnow, or the falſe Down of Fove,) 
When to your Mother the kind Swan made Lo 
| Whilſt 
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Whilſt with the Sight ſurpriz d I gazing ſtand, 
The Cup I held, dropt from my careleſs Hand. 
If you your young Hermione but kiſs, 

Streight from her Lips I ſnatch the envy'd Bliſs, 
Sometimes ſupinely laid, Love-Songs I ſing, 
And wafted Kiſſes from my Fingers fling. 

Your Women to my Aid I try to move 

With all the pow'rful Rhetorick of Love, 
But they, alas! ſpeak nothing but Deſpair, 
And in the midft leave my negleQed Pray'r. 
Ohl that by fome great Prize you might be won, 
And your Poſſeſſion might the Victor Crown: 
As Peleps his Hippodamia won, 

Then had you ſeen what I for you had done. 
But new I've nothing left to do but pray, 

And my ſelf proſtrate at your Feet to lay. 

O thou, thy Houſe's Glory, brighter far 
Than thy Two ſhining Brothers friendly Star! 
O worthy of the Bed of Heav'ns great King, 


Houſe ſo fair but from himſelf could ſpring! 
Either 


* 
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Either with theo I back to Troy will fl 
Or here a wretched baniſſid Lover dye. 
With no ſlight Wound my tender Breaſt does ſnart, 
My Bones and Marrow feel the piercing Dat; 
find my Siſter true did Prepheſiec. 
| with a Heav'nly Dart ſhould wounded dye; 
Deſpiſa not then a Love by Heav'n defiga'd, 

So may the Gods ſtill ta your Ves he kind. 
Much I eould ſay, but what, willbeſtbeknown 
In your, Apartment, when we are alone. 
You bluſh, and with a ſuperſtitious Dread 
Fear to defile the Sacred Marriage Bed: u 
Ah! Helen, can yom then ſo ſimple de, 
To think ſuch. Beauty can from Faults be free? 
Or change that Face, or you muſt needs be kind ; 
Beauty and Virtue: ſetdom have beerrjoin'd. © © 


Jove and bright; Fen do our Thefts approve; ; 


Such Thefts as theſe Save you your Father Jove. 
And if in you oughi of your Parents Taft, 
Can Jove and. Lod#9 Daughter well be chaſte? off 

Yet 
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vet then be chaſte when we to Trey ſhall 80 | 
(For ſhe who fins with one alone, is ſo.) the 
But let us now enjoy that pleaſing Sin, | 
Then Marry, and be Innocent again. 

Ev'n your own Husband doth the ſame perſuade, 


Silent himſelf, yet all his Actions plead : | Th 
For me they plead, and he, good Man, becauſe W T! 
He'll ſpoil no Sport, officiouſly withdraws. 7 Ar 


Had he no other Time to viſit Crete? 5 T 
- Oh! how prodigious is a Husband's Wit! © [1 
He went, and as he went, he cry'd, My Deu, B 
Inſtead of me, you of your Gueſt take care. 
But you forget your Lord's Command, 1 ſee, 
Nor take you any care of Love or me. 

And think you {ſuch a thing as he does know 
The Treaſure that he holds, in holding you? 
No, did he underſtand but half your Charms, 
He « durſt not truſt 'em in a Stranger's Arms. 
If neither his nor my Requeſt can move, i Da. 
We' re forc'd by Opportunity to Love; 


We 


Ve 


Ador'd as ſome new Goddeſs here below. 
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We ſhould be Fools, ev'n greater Fools than he; 
Should ſo ſecure a Time unactive de 
Alone theſe tedious Winter Nights you lye / 
In a cold Widow?d Bed, and ſo do l- Y 114A 
Let mutual Joys aur willing Bodies join, A 
That happy Night all the. Midi day ont-ſhiney / 
Then will I ſwear: by all the Po- rs aboye e :c// 
And in their awful Preſence ſeal my Love. 7 
Then, if my: Wiſlies may aſpire ſo high, % 
with our Flight ſhall win you to comply n | 
But if nice Honour little Scruples frame, 4 T 
The Force I'll uſe ſhall vindicate your Famel 20 


Of The/eks and yout Brothers Lean learn. 


No Precedents fo nearly you concern n 25'/ 
You Theſeur, they Leucippus Daughter ſtole i 
P!l be the Fourth in the illuſtrious: Roll. if 
well mann d, well arm'd, for youmy Fleet does ſtay... i 
And waiting Winds murmur at our Delay: 
Thro Toys throngꝰd Streets you ſhall in Tump 


Where 
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Where-c'er youtread,Spices and Gumeſhdll imioke, 
And Victims fall beneath the fatal Stoke. 
My Father, Mother, all the joyful Court, 
All Troy to you'with Preſents Dnlbreſort.” - - // 
Alas! 'tis nothing what 1 yet have ſaid. 
W hat thereyou'll'fihd, thall what I write exceed. 
Nor fear, leſt War purſue our haſty Flight, 
And angry Greece mould all her Force unite. 
What raviſh'd Maid did ever Wars regain & 
Vain the Attempt, and Fear of it as vain. /' - / 
The Thraciaus Orighys ſtole from far. 
Vet bradc ne er heard the Noiſe of following War. 
Jaſon too ſtole away the Colchian Maid. 
Yet Colchos did not Theſſaly invade. | of 
He who ſtole you, ſtole Ariadne too, 

Yet Minas did not with all Creet purſue. 
Fedr in theſe Caſes than the Danger's more, 
And when the threat'ning Tempeſt once is 0 
Our Shame's then greater than our Fear before 


F 


- 
-- . ſr 
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But ſay from Greece a threatned War purſe; 
know I have Strength and wounding Weapons too. 
In Men and Horſe more numerous than Greets". 
Our Empire is, nor in its Compaſs leſsos. i 
Vor does your Husband Paris ought excel!“ 
m In Gen'rous Caurage, or in Martial Sill, 
on but a Boy from my flain Foes I gain'd 
F My ſtollen Herd, and a new Name attain'd; 
Ev'n then o'ercome by me I cou'd produce 
Deiphobus and great Iioneus. 
Nor Hand to Hand more to be fear'd am L 
Than when from far my e certain Arrows fly. 
You for his Youth can no ſuch: Actions feign, 
Nor can he e er my envy d Skill attain, 


But could he, Hetdax's yauy Security, 
And he alone an Army is to me. 


vou know me not, nor the hid Proweſs ſind ey 
Of him that Heav'n has for your Bed deſign'd. 1 


ir. 


Either no War from Greece ſhall follow thee, 
Or if ie does, ſhall be repell'd by me. 


at 


: 
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Nor think I fear to fight for ſuch a Wife, 
That Prize would give the Coward's Courage ie 
All After-Ages ſhall your Fame admire, 5 4 


I you alone ſet the whole World on fire. 1M 
To Sea, to Sea; while all the Gods are kind, wit 


And all I promiſe, you in Try ſhall ind. al 
bniza 1 eo ail vio mon yay a ol 
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| The ARGUMENT: 
Helen, having rereiv'd the foregoih 77 le from 
Bs the followin ng Hof wer er; erein ſhe 
17 


ſeems at fir to 4145 hi efumprion in 
writing Eo had done; for et only proceed 


from 2 low Opinion Y, her Virtue ; — 2 

ber ſelf to be ſenſible of the Paſſion wich be hal 
expreſs d for her, tho ſhe much ſuſpected his Con- 
fancy: ; and at laft diſcovers her Inclinations to 


be favourable to him. The wwhilt Letter ſpewing 


the extream Artifice of W oman-kind. 


HENlooſe Epiſtles violate chaſte Eyes, 
She half Conſents, who ſilently Denies: 
How dares a Stranger, with Deſigns ſo vain, | 
Marriage and Hoſpitable Rights prophane ? 
as it for this, your Fate did ſhelter find 
From Ts Seas; and ev'ry faithlefs Wind? 
L.. For 
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(For tho? a diſtant Country brought you forth, 
Pour Uſage here was equal to your Worth.) , 

Does this deſerve to be rewarded ſo? 

Did you come here a Stranger, or a Foe? 
Your partial Judgment may perhaps complain, 
And think me barb'rous for my juſt Diſdain; 
I!]-bred then let me he, but not unchaſte, 
Nor my clear Fame with any Spot defac'd ; 
Tho? in my Face there? s no affected F rown, 


* Nor in my Carria ige a feign'd Niceneſs ſhown, 


I keep my Honour {lill without a Stain, 5 
Nor has my Love made any Coxcomb vain. 
Vour Boldneſs I with Admiration ſee ; RY 
What Hope had you to gain a Queen like me? 
Becauſe a Hero fore'd-me once away 
Am I thought fit to be a ſecond Prey? 

Had 1 been won, I had deſerv'd your Blame, 
But ſure my part was nothing but the Shame: 
Yet the baſe Theft to him no Fruit did bear, 
1'ſcap'd unhurt by any thing but Fear. 


1 Rude 


dude 
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Rude Force might ſome unwilling Kiſſes gain, | 1 
But that was all he ever could obtain, 5 ; | 
You on ſuch Terms would ned er have let me 20: 
Vere he like you, we had not parted ſo. 4 
Untough'd the Youth reſtor'd me to my Friends, 
And modeſt Uſage made me ſome amends, | 

Tis Virtue to repent a vicious Deed; 

Did he repent, that Paris might ſucceed? 4 

dure tis ſome Fate that ſets me above Wron _ | 
Yet ſtill expoſes me to buſie Tongues.” ; 
[Il not complain, for who's diſpleas'd with Love, 
it ſincere, diſcreet, and conſtant prove? | you! 
But that I fear; not that T think you baſe, Fg 
Ur doubt the blooming Beauties of my Face, 6 
ut all your Sex is ſubject to deceive, 
id ours alas, too willing to believe. I he | 
[et others yield: and Love o'ercomes the beſt, | 
but why ſhould not ſhine above the reſt: 40> 
ur Ledg's Story ſcetns at firſt to be 
fit Example-ready found for me; 
LS But 
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| But the was. Coren'd by a | barrqw'd Shape. W 
And under harmleſs Feathers felr, a Rape: 1 
If I ſhould yield, what, Reaſon c NCC ouſd. I uſe? 
By What Miſtake the loving Crime : excuſe?, 
Her Fault was in her pow ful Lover loft, 


But of what t Jupiter mare l t to hoaſt 
Tho? you to Heroes, and to Kings ſucceed, 
Our Famous Race does no Adgitiog, ar 
And great Alliances but uſeleſs Prove... 

To one chat s come her ſelf. from mighty . 
Go then and, boaſt i in ſome leſs hapghty Place, 
Your Phrygian Blood, and Priam p ancient Race, 
Which I would ſhey, I,valu'd, if I durſt: 
Lou are the fifth from Jove, but tithe, full. 
The Crown of Troy is POT 'rfgl 1 


ACE: 


Your Letter fl d with Nene of al, 
That Men can good, and Women, pleaſant; * 
Gives Expectation ſuch, an ample Fields." 


As wou'd move Goddeſſys akin eo 
| | But 
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but if Lt Offend gelt nds Laws, n "0 | 
Your ſelf Hall be the Gear, the only Cauſe; — 
fither my Honour Fil td Death maintain, 

Or follow you, wi without mean Thoughts of Gain. 
Not that ſo fair a Preſent 1 Aefpiſe; 5 2 
Ve like the Gift, when we the Giver prize. as 
But 'tis your Love moves me, which müde you take | 
uch Pain, and run ſich Hazards for my ſake; | | 
[have perceiv'd (thb' I ditfembled „ 
A thouſahd Things that Love has made] you do; | 


nt JJ Y SEL * 


Your ea ger Eyes ould alinoft datle mine, ſhine. 
awhicki( wild Man)y your wantonThougt hts a 


„ 41e 
dmetimes 50654 ſigh, ſe ſometimes diforder "d ſtand, 
24 J0110 | 


And with unuſual Ard dor pr : my Hand; 


(oitrive julf after f me to 4210 the Gl, * 
or wou d you tet the lea Occdnen: pats; 1 
Which off! feat, 14d n ot mind alone, | bt 
id blufhitig fat fot Things lich youbave done; 
ten mürtuur'd to my 12 Hell for Ir m my fake © | 
"15 113921 | ' 


1 any ding; 1 "was no Miſtake : 
L ; | Oft 


calli 
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 Oft have I read within this pleaſing Grove, 
Under my Name, thoſe charming Words, T Love. 
1 frowning ſcem'd not to believe your Flame, 
But now, alas, am come to Write the ſame. - 

If I were capable to do amiſs, 

I could not but be ſenſible of this. 

For oh! your Face has ſuch peculiar Charms, 
That who can hold from flying to your Arms! 
But what I ne'er can have without Offence, 
May ſome bleſt Maid poſſeſs with Innocence. 
Pleaſure may tempt, but Virtue more ſhould move; 
Q learn of me to want the Thing you Love. 
What you deſire is ſought by all Mankind: 

As you have Eyes, ſo others are not Blind. 

Like you they ſce, like you my Charms adore, 


They wiſh not leſs, but you dare venture more. 
Oh! had you then upon our Coaſts been brought 
My Virgin Love when thouſand Rivals ſonght, 
' You had I ſeen you ſhould have had my Voice; 
Nor cou'd my Husband juſtly blame my Choice 
For 
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for both our Hopes, alas! you come too late; 
Another now is Maſter of my Fate. 7 5 
More to my Wiſh I cou'd have liv'd with you, 
And yet my preſent Lot can undergo. . 
Ceaſe to ſollicit a weak Woman's Will, 0 4 
And urge not her you Love, to ſo much III. 

But let me live contented as I may, 


And make not my unſpotted Fame your prey. . 


Some Right you claim, fince naked to your Eyes 
Three Goddeſſes diſputed Beauty's Prize. 
One offer d Valour, t'other Crowns, but ſhe 
Obtain'd her Cauſe, - who ſmiling promis d me. 
but firſt I am not of Belief ſo light, | 

To think ſuchNymphs wou'd ſhew you ſuch avi ght: 
Yet granting this, the other Part is feignd: F 
ABribe ſo mean, your Sentence had not gain'd., 
With partial Eyes I ſhou'd my ſelf regard, - 
To think that Venus made me her Reward: 
| humbly am content with human Praiſe ;.- 

A Goddeſs's Apptauſc wou'd Envy raiſe; . 
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But be it as you ſay, for tis confeſt. 
The Men, who flatter higheſt, pleaſe us bet 
That I ſuſpect it, ought not to diſpleaſe: 

For Miracles are not believ'd with ene. 
One Joy [ have, that I had Venus Voice 5 

A greater yet, that you confirm'd her Choice; 
That proffer'd Laurels, promis'd Sov'raignty, 
Juno and Pallas you contemn'd for me. 

Am I your Empire then, and your Renown ? 

W hat Heart-of Rock but muſt by this'be won? 
And yet bear Witneſs, O you Pow'rs above, 
How rude I am in all the Arts of Love! 
My Hand is yet untaught to write to Men: 
This is th? Eſſay of my unpractisd Pen: 
Happy thoſe Nymphs, whom Uſe has perfect wade; 
I think all Crime, and tremble at a Shade. 
En while I write, my fearful conſcious Eyes 
Look often back, miſdoubting a Surprise. 
For now the Rumour ſpreads among the Croud, 


At Court in — but in Town aleud: 
— Diſſem 
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Diſſemble you, hate er you hear *emſay: - 


To leave off Loving were your better Way, 
Yet if you will diſſemble it you may. 

Love ſecretly: the Abſence of my Lord 
More Freedom gives, but does not all afford: 
Long is his Journey, long will be his Stay; 
Call'd by Affairs of Conſequence away. 

To go or not, when unreſoly'd he ſtood, 

bid him make what ſwift Return he cou'd: - 
Then kiſſing me, he ſaid, I recommend. 

All to thy Care, but moſt my Trojes Friend. 
ſmil'd at what he innocently ſaid, 

And only anſwer'd, You ſhall be obey Cc. 
Propitious Winds have born him far from hence, 
But let not this ſecure your Confidence. ob hh 
Abſent he is, yet abſent he Commands 

You know the Proverb, Prixces have long Handi. 
My Fame's my Burthen, for the more I'm prais d, 
A juſter Ground of Jealouſie is rais- d. 
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Were I leſs fair, I might have been more bleſt: 
Great Beauty through great Danger is poſſeſt. 
To leave me here his Venture was not hard, 
Becauſe he thought my Virtue was my Guard. 
He fear'd my Face, but truſted to my Life, 
The Beauty doubted, but believ'd the Wife. 
You bid me uſe th* Occaſion while 1 can, 

Put in our Hands by the good eaſie Man. 

I wou'd, and yet I doubt, *rwixt Love and Fear, 
One draws me from you, and one brings me near, 
Our Flames are mutual, and my Husband's gone: 
The Nights are long; I fear to lye alone. * 
One Houſe contains us, and weak Walls divide, 
And you're too preſſing to be long deny d: 
Let me not hve, but ev'ry Thing conſpires 
To join our Loves, and yet my Fear retires. 
You court with Words, when you ſhow Force 
A Rape is requiſite to ſhame-fac'd Joy. (implo); 
Indulgent to the Wrongs which we receive, 


Our Sex can ſuffer what we dare not give. 
What 
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ſt: What have I ſaid? for both of us were beſt, 

b Our kindling Eres if each of us ſuppreſt. g 
The Faith of Strangers is too prone to change, 
and, like themſelves, their wand'ring Paſſions 
Hyp/ipile, and the fond Minonian Maid, Lange. 
Were both by truſting of their Gueſts betray'd.- 
How can I doubt that other Men deceive, 


When you your ſelf did fair OZnone leave? 

But leſt I ſhow'd upbraid your Treachery, 

You make a Merit of that Crime to me; 
Yet grant you were to faithful Love inclin d. 


Your weary Trojans wait but for a Wind. 
Should you prevail, while I aſſign the Night, 
Your Sails are hoyſted, and you take your Flight: 
Some bawling Mariner our Love deſtroys, 
And breaks aſunder our unfiniſh'd Joys. 

But I with you may leave the Spartan Port, 
To view the Trojan Wealth, and Priam's Court. 
Shown while I ſee, I ſhall expoſe my Fame: 
And fill a foreign Country with my Shame. 


In 
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In A fia what Reception ſhall I find? 
And what Diſhonour leave in Greece bekitd ? | 
What will your Brothers, Priam, Hecuba, 
And what will all your modeſt Matrons y? 
Ev'n you, when on this Action you reflect; 
My future Conduct juſtly may fuſpect: 
And whate'er Stranger lands upon your Coaft, 
Conclude me, by your own Example, loſt. 
I from your Rage a Strumpet's Nathe {hall hee, 
While you forget what Part ini it you bedr. 
You, my Critne's Author, will my Crime upbriid 
Deep under Ground Oh let me firſt be lad! 
You boaſt the Pomp and Plenty of your Land, 
And promife all ſhall be at my Oorttiatia : 
| Your T#o/a# Wealth, believe me, 'I'd&fpiſc; 
My own poor Native Land has dearer Ties. 
Should I be injur'd on your Phrygian Shore, 
What help of Kindred coud I there itfiplore? 
Medea was by Jaſon's Flatt ry won: 
I may, like her, believe and be undone. 


Plain 
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Plain honeſt Hearts, like mine, ſuſpect no Cheat: 
„ud Love contributes to its omn Deceit. 

The Ships, about uhoſe Sides loud Tempeſts roar, 

rn gentle Winds, were wafted from the cost. 

Your teeming. Mother dreamt a flaming, Brand 

Ppprung from her Momb conſum d the TrejanLand, 
b be ſeconq: thir, old Hrgpbecies conſpire. 

| That 1/ixm hall be burnt with Erecian Fire: 

# both give me Rear, nor; is it much ally d., 
That Venus is oblig!d our Loves ta aid. 

id: For they wha loſt their Cauſe, Revenge will take, 
And for one F riend two Enemies you make; - 
a, Vor can I doubt, but ſhouid i: follow. yon. 

The Sword would ſoon-our fatal Crime pueſnes 

\Wrong ſo great my Husband'sRage would rouze, 

And my Relations would his Cauſe eſpouſe. 
| Lou boaſt your Strength. and Courage, but, alas! 
| Your Words receive ſmall Credit from your Face. 

Let Heroes in the duſty Field delight, 


Thoſe Limbs were faſhion'd for another Fight. 
| Bid 


ain 
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Bid Hector ſally from the Walls of Tre, 
A ſweeter Quarrel ſhould your Arms imploy, 


Yet Fears like theſe ſhou'd not my Mind perplex, 
Were I as Wiſe as many of my Sex. 


But Time and you may bolder Thoughts inſpire; 
And J perhaps may yield to your Deſire. 

You laſt demand a private Conference, 

Theſe are your Words, but Ican gueſs your Senſe, 
Your unripe Hopes their Harveſt muſt attend: 
Be rul'd by me, and Time way be your Friend. 
This is enough to let you underſtand, n 
For now my Pen has tir'd my tender Hand; i 
My Woman knows the Secret of my Heart, 
And may hereafter better News impart. "7 
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Penelope to Ulyſſes. 11 


By Mr. R HT ME R. 


The ARGUMENT. , © 
The Rape of Helen having carry'd all theGrecian 
Princes tothe Siege of Troy; Ulyſſes among the 
reſt, there ſignaliz'd his Manhood and Prudence 
tarticularly. But the Siege at an end, and he not 
returning with the other Captains, Penelope 
ſend this Letter in queſt of him. She had ren- 
der d her ſelf as deſervedly famous on her part 
by reſiſting ali the while the. Importunity of ber 
Suitors with an unuſual Conſtancy and Fidelity. 
She complains to Ulyſles of their Carriage, ſhe 
likewiſe tells him her Apprebenſions and Fears, 
for him during the War and ſince ; acquaints 
him with the il Poſture of bis Family through 
his Abſence, and deſires him to haſten Home as 
the only means to ſet all right again. 8 


O Your Penelope at length break home, 
Send no Excuſe, nor ſtay to write,but come. 
Nur Trouble long, Trey does not hold you now; 


or twenty Troy's were worth all this ado. 
Wou'd 


1 


lope 


| 


>" 
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Wou'd ſome juſtStorm and ragingSea had drownd Our 
The Ruffian, when for Lacedemon bound; _ 
I ſhould not then of tedious:Days complain, 
Nor cold a Nights, and comfortleſs have lain ; 
Nor ſhould this Pains to paſs. the Ey'nings take, 
And work, and weave, ev'n *till my Fingers ake, 
I always fear'd worſe Dangers than the true, 
(As always Love unquiet Fears purſue): 
Fancy'd thee by fierce. Trojans compaſs'd round, 
And Hecroris Name ſtill ſtruck me to the Ground 
When told of Nefor's Son, by Hector ſlain, 
Streight Neſtor's Son rouz'd all my Fears again. 
When for his Sham how. dear Parroclus paid: 
] wept to find that Wit no better ſped. _ 
Tlepolemus by Trojan Javilin kill d, 
Through all my Veins an Iey Terror thrilfd. 
Whatever Greeks miſcarry'd in the Fray, 

I fainted, and fell (well nigh) dead as they. Wiizh: 
Heay'n for chaſte Love has better Fate in ſtore, There 
My Husband lives, and Tray is now no more. 
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bur Captains well geturn'd, each Altar flames, 
\nd Temples all Rarbarian Booty. rams: 
For their ſafe Loves the Women Off rings brings 7 
And Trojan Fates by ours defeated ging. 
il fand amaz d to hear both old and young 
And liſt'ning Wives upon their Husbands hung. 
dome on the Table draw each bloody Fight. 
\nd ſpilling Wine the whole ſad Iliad write. 
This Simois, that the Sigean Land. 
and there did Prijam's lofty Palace ſtand. 
Here skulkt Ver, there Achilles dar d 
There Hector tortizthe foaming Horſes en ) 
All did old Neſor to your 8on explain 
Io ſeek you ſent, who told me all again, 
Your Sword how Doian, no, nor Nheſus ſeap'd⸗ 
banter'd the one, this taken as he er } 
fol- hardy you, and us remembring ill, | 
Nightly amidſt thoſe Thracias Tents to ſteal, 
There Numbers ſlay, one only aiding thee, "bo 
Thou haſt been Wiſe, and wou'dft have thought 5 | 
M * | Still 


nid 


168 O VID EPISTLES. 4 
Still pant I, told, how all in Triumph brave, 
Round your Friends Camp thoſe — Steed: 
But what avails it me that Troy did yield. 
And by your Proweſs now the Town's'a Field? 
As when Troy ſtood, I ſtill remain alone, 
Th” Effect continues, tho? the Cauſe is gone, 
To others ſack*d, to only me upheld, 
Ev'n whilſt it lies by Greek Abiders till d. 
For Priam's Tow'rs, now lofty Corn appears, 
And Phrygian Blood a pond'rous Harveſt rears. 
No Houſe remains, nought of a Tian found, 
Unleſs you dig their Bones from under (round. 
Where art thou, Conqu'ror? what detainsithee 
Or may not I your new. Atchievements know. 
What-ever Skipper hither comes a-ſnore, 
For thee. I ask, and ask him o'er and oer; 
Nor parts he, till I ſeribble half a Sheet, 
To give thee, ſhould ye ever chance to meet. 
We ſent to Eylos, Neſtor's ancient Seat, 
From Pylos we no certain Tidings get: 
* To 
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To Sparta ſont, tlie Spartans hothing know; - 
What Courſe you ſteer, nor where you wander now. 
Wou'd thoſe ſame God-built Walls were ſtandin rh 
(Now I Repent'that &er I with'd em ill) 1 
Then where thou fought'ſt, I ſurely ſhould have 
Nor ſave for War, the common Griovance, 

PEN , maurn d. 
Now, what 1 know not, all 1 madiy fade,” 
And a wild Field les open to my Care. N 
By Sea, or Land whatever Dangers ways 1 7 
Thoſe I ſuſpect the Cauſes of your Stay. 
Whilſt thus I ſimply muſe, who knows your Mind, 
perhaps abroad ſome other Love you find: 
Perhaps to her your dowdy Wife define, ö 
Who knows no more, w that her Cup · board ſhine. | 
No; vaniſh jeatous Thoughts/nor fright me more, 
He would be with me; were it in his Pow- r. 
My Sire wotld force me from my widowꝰs Bed, 
Blames my Delay, and chides and ſhakes his Hegd. 
Let him chide on; yours ſtill, yours only, I, 


Penelope, Uinfis _—_ * s 


YE | 
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Yet by my chaſte Deſires, and Virtue bent, - 
His Temper does a little now Relent. 
From Crete and Samos, Rhodes and unt ſet out 
To Court me come a wild unruly Rout; 
Who revel in your Houſe without controul, 
And eat, and waſt your Means, our Blood and Sou 
Of. Medon, Polybus, Piſander, fell 
Eurymachus, alas, why ſhould I tell? 
With many more, (you ſadly out q ch Way) 
Feed here, and on your Subſtance let em prey 
| The Beggar Irus, and that Goatcherd Clou, 
Melanchius, range and rummage up and down. 
So kept your Houſe, ſuch ſtout; Defenders we 
A helpleſs Wife, old Man, ande little Boy; 
Whom late by Theithty-aie had well 0 loſt, 
Gainſt all our Minds as he to Y ctoſt: 
But Heav'ns preferve him till he dievin Courſe 
Hain 8 firſt clos'd mine Eyess and alſo yours. 
Thus the old Nurſe, the Hind; and Hogberd pri) 


True Servants}, and faithful in their Way. 
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„ Miarm'd by Age, Laertes is not fits 
midſt thoſe Bullies to maintain your Right. 
lge, if he lives, Telemachus may-bring : - 
To Strength, but yet he needs his Father's Wing. : 
| what am I? Alas my Help is ſmall? . 4. 
(ome you, the Strength and Safety of us all. : 
& may your Son in virtuous Arts W 

o may the Old Laertes die in Peace; 

Vho in my Bloom did at your Parting m mourn, 
[wither'd. n in VEung your 0 
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1 this ſlow Epiſtle lend 
To him on whom her future ndpe __ 
Tis your Penelape, diftreſs'd, forlorh, 


Who asks no Anſwer, but your quick Return. 


Priam and Troy, the Grecian Dames juſt Hate, 


Fate. 
Have long e'er this, tis known, receiv'd = 


For which thy Abſence pays too dear a Rate. 

O eber my Hopes and Joys had found their 
Why did not Pats peridh by the. Wares k 
I ſhould not then paſs tedious Nights alone, 
Courting with fervent Breath the riſing Sun; 
But all in vain, for Day is Night to me, 


Nr Day nor Night brings Comfort, only Thee 
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My tender Hands with weaving would not tire, 
Vor my ſoft Thoughts with unobtain'd Deſire. 

Still did my Mind new fearful Forms preſent 
To kill my Hopes, and raiſe my Diſcontent. 
Love, Jealous Love, has more than Eagles Eyes 
To {py out Sorrows, but o'er-look our Joys; 

[ fancy'd furious Trojans Kill were nigg 
To ſlay my Lords and all my Hopes deſtroy. 

As there the Arms of Hector ſtill prevail, 
Here at his very Name my Chegks grew pale ; 
When told Antilochus by him was lain, 

My Hopes decay d, my Fears reviv'd again.. 

| wept when young Patroclus Was. 0 erthrown, 

To find how weak the Arts of, Wit were Bog 
The Deeds of fierce Wi 22 alarm'd. Wl, 
My tender Soul, nd all y Spirits har 4. 
Lach fatal Scene e to my Heart did ſhow, 
Whate'er they felt, I ſuffer'd here for. yu. 1 f os 
But virtubusLoyepropitious i Heay'n befri 0 


My Husband's ſafe, on whom my Life deper 
Troy is oerthrown, and all ggr Sorrow ends, 
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'The Greciars Triumph, they at large declare 
The Fall of Tlium, and the Foes Deſpair; 
Old Men and tender Maids with Pleaſure hear 
The fatal end of all their Griefs and Fear. 
The joyful Wife from ſoft Embraces now - ©. | 


Will hardly time to hear theſe Tales allow, 
Forgets long Abſence, and renews her Vow. 
Some on the Tables their feign'd Combats 
With ſparing Bowls the Victor ſpeaks 5 
And with ſpilt Wine deſeribes the famous Troy; 
Here, ſays he, Priam's Palace did appear, 
The far-fam d River Simois glided here: 
Here 'twas Achilles fou ght, UViyſes too; 
At that to guard my Heart my Spirits flewv: 
Achilles mighty Fame paſs'd careleſs by: 
But at this Name Penelope could dye. 
One ſhows the Place where mangled Hethor hy, 
To fierce Achille” Fury made a Prey, 
\' Yeſeribes the Horſes which his Body 2 
Taught by an Inſtin& they before ne%er knew, 
© To fear the Matffyvbo could no more purſue. 
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6 Breathleſs on Earth was laid the Soul of Tre, 
be Army's Triumph, and the Gity's Joy. : . - 

ar This Nefor told your Son, whom my, fond haſte = 
et to enquire of Dangers which were paſt. 

He told how Reſur was with Dolon ſlain; 4 

» © WW Theſe tedious Tales did but augment — 

* [ liſten'd fill to heat of you again. 

How truly Valiant were you, tho? Unkind? 
You little thought of what you left behind, 0 
When in the Night you ventur d to inuvade 
The Thracian Camp, my Soul was fill d with dread. 
Aſſiſted but by one their Strength vou prove, 
Too ſtrong your Courage, but too weak your Love. | 

But what remains to me for Conqueſts paſt;+ 1 
lf, like that City, ſtill my Hfpes lye waſte? ? 
Your Preſence would my ſpringing: Joy renew: | 
Would Troy were glurious ſtill, fo l had yo.] © + if 

Others I ſee their Victories enio , 
Driving along the fatted Spails of Trey: 


4 
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Th* unhappy Beaſts compell'd turn Rebels now, Tue 
And where their Captive Maſters moum l 
Where barren Walls were once, now fruitful Field; 
Expect the Sickle, and glad Harveſt yield. 
Still they inſult upon the conquer'd Foes, 
| Di Plougts 
Raiſing their bury'd Limbs with - crooked 
Ev'n Death to them is not the end of Woes, 
Graſs grows, where oncethe Tow'rs ereQed hig 
Of ftately 7/;zm durſt out- face the ky. 
But why do I glad Victories relate? 
I have no Conqueſt, but the conquer'd Fate. 
Thou, mighty Victor, from my Arms art fled, 
Deſpair here triumphs, and my Comfort's'dead; 
Thy Image ſtill 1 find within my Heart, 
Tut if thou ſtay'ſt}-with that and Life I part. Ah! 1 
© Whatever Stranger lands upon our Shore, Ther 
Thither I run, wing'd Hope flies on before; M31; ; 
I ask, Where is my Lord? Will he f uy v 
* he in Health? Or muſt [ever mourn? /-- What 


* 
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Then to his Hands a Letter ſtraight I give, _ _ . . 
And cry, Give this to him in whom I live. 
But if no quick Reply the Stranger makes, 
The ſpringingBlood my tremblingCheeksforſakes. | 
fear your Death, and more I fear your Scorn/) 
[think Penelope is now forlorn, . t 
Vyſes falſe; and all his Vows forſworn.· 

[ſent to Pylos to enquire for tee, 

But found thee there a Stranger as to me; 

To Sparta, hut could there no Tydings hear: 3) 
Where art thou, my Viyſes, tell me where? , c 
Where doſttho hide thy ſelf t' encreaſe my Fear. 
None of thy Victories to me return, 7 _— 
Sollb's City's vanquiſn d, yet I mourn:: 
Ah! would it ſtood, that ꝗcene of Pomp and Pride, 
Then I ſhould know where all my Hopes refidg 
But now, alas! I know not where thou art, 
My Vows are turm d, and help to break my Heart, 
What may be, tho? tis not, augments my Care, 
[know not where to — Fear: 


My 1 
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My Sorrows wander in ſo large a Field. 


I fear all Dangers dea and Earth can yield.” 
Forgive me, dear Vhyſes, if ſometimes 71 7 
My eager Love dares tax thy Heart of Crimes. 
I ſometime think ſome crafty Stranger may 
Have made thy abſent wandring Heart a Prey; 
Where to make ſure the Vows to her a are _—_— 
Penelope each Day is made a Scorn. 
Thou tell ſt her, the weak Diſtaff is my Gn) 
know no Art the Conqu'ror to enſnare, 
The homely Duties of a Wife I prove, 
But never knew to fix a wandring Love. 
When thus I think, I'm filPd with deep Deſpaits, 
Then ſtrait I rave, and chide away thoſe Fears; 
I think thou rt true; and were it in whe i; 
Ulyſſes were Penthipe's this Hour. ar 
My Father adds'to my inſulting! Ras, 
Bidding me quit thoſe Robes.and loa {ſer 
And laughs to hear me feign ſome weak Excuſe, 
Rather than all my Vows and Hopes abuſe? 
. | But 


But 


But 


Are fierce thro). Pow' 1, 1 feeble thro? Deſpair. | 
Why mould T name the fly Eurymachgs, 5 1510 
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But let him laugh, lm thine und Only thine, 
Tho' much 1 fear UH et is not mine: 39101 
My fix d Reſolues at length have conquer d him, 
He thinks, L may be true without a Crime, 
Slaves I have many, who affect to more, 
But vainly tempt my ſix d and. conſtant Love: 
Vain, youthful, gay, endu d with all thoſe. Arts 
Which captiveand. ſecuce leſs faithful Hearts; 
They Lord . it here ꝙ er all, now thou xt 5 


Thy Wealth is theirs, who, bleſs thy kind delay, 


All but thy Wife to them is made a Prey. |: 

Why ſhould; .reckon up each hated No 
Hateful to me, and cruel to thy, Fame? 85 
Pylander, Polypns and Aden here 1 2; 5 5 


The curs'd and covetous Aitinous? . 
Uſes, theſe and more to thy N 


Live on thy Riches, while thy Herds decreaſe; 


* q "P The 1 7 


168 OVID” EPISTLES 17 P 
The mean Melaurbus and poor Irws tio Ren 
Are ever in the way t' aſſiſt the Crew! 1: _ Yf al 
Whoſe careleſs Riots all my Hopes undo- 
Alone upon thy Suceour we depend, 
We are but Three, and weakly e defend 
I am a Woman, and Larter old. 
Telemachus too young, the Foe too bod; 
Telemathur nigb loſt the other Day 
For he for P had prepar'd' his v:, 

Againſt my Will, who neꝰer could have deſign! 
Parting with th only Pledge you left behind. 
O may he live, that when Pm e Death 
Viyſes Soul may in his Boſom breath.” 
The little Family you left behind - - 
Thus pray for htm, wlom alltke Gods aefght, 
Heir to thy Weitth,'and'to thy ficher . 

Laertes mongſt r oes is old and weak, © 
His Pow'r decays, "in vin his! Help! ſeek. 
Vour Son may live, the F oe may grow els oY 


15 yet they're POW. rful,and their Hopes are young 
| Return, 


1 * 
X k * — 
TO | * 


?ENELOPE ULYSSES. . 
Return, my-wand'ring Lord, the only Scope 


56 

een our Pray'rs, the End of all our Hope: | 
My herum, and. teach your Son, Ie you, to know 
rde Arts to govern, and ſubdue a.Foc; 
 Wilrut his tender. Years for Learning fit, na 4 gt 
| Wis Blood ks thine, and tlie may be his Wit; 


Returns and bleſs Lteytes, eier he dies, 15 , 
Vith thy dear Sight, then cloſe his willing Kyest 
Return, and blefsthy Wife, whoſe Youth'd 


With hedding Tears ar thy: unkindDeleys, 


ar PSE 


— 


— — 


<4 


emo. Ad — ! NS * Rinn 3 h | 
— * — — — — — 


— 


= — —_— R Ma ons BIO. 


_ * =_ 
—— —ů n, — 
= —— — — — — _ 


— 


* 
YT 
— 


— 
— 


= 
=_ = 5 
__————— 8 
— — 
=D 


IPs _—" "7" Fx 


the ple 2 ro EZ . 


By Mr: SETTLE. 
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' faving of her Fat ber 
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The ARGUMENT: 


The «Def re of gaming the Golden Fleece, put Jaſon 


on a Voyage to Colchos. In his 27 5 
Hoop ar the. Iſland of Lemnos, of 2 
Hypüpyle was then Y Queen, Fan for aye 

hoas, in @ general Maß 
\ facre f the Men there by. the M omen M that 


6 Country. Her Entertainment of Jaſon WAS 1 kind, 


as induced him to ſtay there two Tears, at the 
end of which he left the Iſland, and the Queen, 
(then big with Child;) and after a thouſand 


Vous of Conſtancy. and a ſpeedy Return, ; pre 
Ichos, 


his firſt intended V 7 and arrives at 

where Æta was King. Medea his Daughter 

falls in Love withJa on, and by her Charmshe 

gain'd the Golden F leece; N which, and Me- 

he ſail'd home to Theſſaly, Hypſipyle, bes 
his Landing with ke more happy 1 1 

50M Medea, writes 2 this Epiſtle. 


Aden, they ſay, with Faſon's Golden Prize 
Proud Argo in Theſalia's Harbour lies 
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HYPSIPTL E JAS oN 151 W 
[rould.Congratulate your ſafe Return n | Vu 
But from your Pen I ſhould that Safety learn. 
When from my flighted Coaſt you bore away, 
icht of the Winds, you ſhow'd leſs Faith than 
was too much t'enjoyt my deareſt Lord, , = 
ure I deſerv'd one Line, one tender Word. EO 
Why did Fame firſt, and not their Conqu? webe, 
How War's fierce God ſaw his tam'd Bulls at Ploy: 
How th Earth · born Warriors roſe, and how they 


by their own Swords, without your conzurlng 8 . 
How in your Charms the fetter d Dragon lay, 2 
Whilſt your bold Hand bore the curPd Gold 78 
When doubtful Tongues ſhall 7a ſon Wonders tell, 
Would I could fay, See here's my Oracle. 

But tho? unkind Loves Silence I deplore, | 

Your Heart ſtill mine, 1 would deſire no more. | 
but ah, that Hope i is vain; —a Witch deſtroys ' 3 
My fancy'd Pleaſures, and my promis d Joys. 
Vould I could ſay (but, oh, Loves Fearꝰs too ſtrong 


Vould J could ſay, I guiltleſs Jaſon wrong. 


% % 
= 


RM 


N Lately 
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1%  OVIP's ERNIE 
| Lately a (aygR came from th* Hemenign Land : Wh ba 
Muy Naar ſcarce reach d, with Trapſpart demand 
Hop fares my Jeſen? His ſad Logk he haje, 
Fut with an ominous Silence on the Flagr, 
My Rohes J tare, and thus, with Horrgrs erp 
Lives he? or with ane Wound both Hearts mult 
He lives, faid he; to which I made him ſwear: 
He ſwore by Heav'n, yet I retain'd my Fear. 
My Senſe return'd to ask your Deeds; he ſaid, 
| hat the yok'd Bulls of Mars in Chains you led 
The Snakes awn Teeth a Crop of Heroes bore 
Whilſt a rough native Caſe their Lymbs hyskto'er; 
And by their own luteſſine Fury ſſain ; 
One Day's ſhoxt Age compleat their active Reign, 
Again I ask, Do's wy dear Jaſos live? ve, 
Such Ebbs and Flows Loye's Fears and Hopes de 
He fatally proceeds, and with much Aut 
Would hide, yet ſhews the Falſeneſs of your Heapt, 
Ah, where's your Nuptial Faith, that flatt ting Stile, 
Love's Torch, more fit to light my Fus ral file | 
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HYPSIDYLE: ts! 4 5 
have no lawleſs Plea to Jas Loves = 2 
%% and Amen our juſt Chaplets woe: 
ih no! not theſe mild Gods: Brinays Hand, 
A: our curſt Rites, held her infernal Brand. 
hy to my Lemnor did your Vellel ſteer? | 
WW: why, fond Fool, did I admit you here? 

ere no bright Ram with golden Glory . 
Nor was my Lemmos the Ae Throne. 
it firſt — (but Fates all faint Reſolves dun 


Wk. .. 


edi thought expel you with a female Hand. 
ore rde Lemnies Ladies ate in Arms well child: 


eir Guard has been my Life's ſecureſt Shield. 
ut in my City, Roof, my Soul recely'd, | 

or two bleſt Years my dafling 74/0» liv'd. | TE 1 
7d the third Summer to a ſad Farewel, | 5 ; 
xt with his'T'66ars theſe parting Accetits fell. 
not at our vided Fates repine, | "-3Y 
line I depart, to verify ever Dine 

y our yet anbort Pledge live long, to pe 
e Object of its Rival Parents Love. 


— * | 
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174 OVID EPISTLES” 
Twixt Sighs and Tears,thro? thoſe falſe Gales di 


Theſe falſerShow”rs,'tillGriefcould ſpeak no mor 
You were the laſt the fatal Argo reach'd, 


(wach 
Whoſe ſwelling Sails th* o'erhaſty Winds 1a 
The furrowingKeel theSea's green Surface ploy'l 
You to the Shore, to th* Seas I gazing bow d. 

In haſte I ran to an adjacent Tow'r:' 

My Tears o'er all my Face and Boſome ſhow'. 
There my wet Eyes my wafted Soul purſiie, 
And ev'n beyond their natural Opticks flew. 
A thouſand Vows for your Return 1 made, 
You are return'd, and they ſhould now be pi 
My Vows for curs'd Meded's Triumphs pay! 
My Heart to'Gtief, my Love to Rage gives wa 
Shall I deck 'Temples, and make Altars ſhine, 
For that falſe Man that lives, but lives not min 
I never was ſecure. *T'was my long Dread, 
Vou by your F ather's Choice a Greek might Wet 
To no Greek Bride, t'an unexpected Wen 
id w Wounds I t' a Barbarian Harlot owe: 
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HYVPSIPYVLEOIASON. r75* 
ve who byspell and Herbs,doesHearts furprire: N 
rr are her Slaves the Trophies of her Eyes. 90 
e from her Courſe the firuggling: Moon would 

e dun himſelf in Magick Shades infold; Adi, 
MW: curbs the Waves, and =__ the pid Floods, | 
d from their Seats removes | whole Rocks and. 
ith her diſhevelfd Hair che wand'ring flag © 
es half-burntBones from thieiy warm kes drag. 
molten Wax, tho? abſent, * Eilts by; Aft, Tm 
nd with her Needle, gor a'tortur'd Heart. 4 
y, what Deſert and Form ffould only moe, 

| Philters ſhe ſecures her 7 Leal. 
OW can you 4bat on fuch infertial chem, 3k 
id ſleep, ſecurtiy i in a rens Arms? 77 ſais | 
du, as the Bulls, the does tier Yoke ſubdite, 4 | 4 
ne as the tam'd the Dragons, Conquers you. N {i 1 
your great Deeds and no leſs Race you Boaft, 3 
ik'd to that Fiend your ſullied Fame is loſt. 
by the cenſuring World tis juſtly thought, 
ur Conqueſtꝭ by her Sorceries were wrought; 
N 3 An d i! 
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176 vi D's EPFISTh S 
And the Phrywean Rams Triumphant O 
They lays not Fa/on, hut Medea bone. x 167 
This Noxthorn Bride your Parents diſapprove, 
Confalt your Duty in your Nobler Li 
Let ſome wild Seythien her loatb'd Bed poſſeſs, 
A Miſtreſs only fit for Savages. 
Jaſon, more falſe, more, changeable than Wind 
HaveVqmsnoWeight,andOaths nh, oh 
Mine you departed; ah. return mine oo 
Let my kind Arms their Jong loſſ, Scenes nee. 
If high Birth, and great Names yourkigartcanturmn, 
Know, I'm the Royal Thogs Daughter born. 
| Bacchus my Grandkro is, whoſe Bride an 
All leſſer Conſtellations. does out- hine. 2 
My Dow'r Theſe and Fertile Lemos make, ö 
All theſe and me, thy Equal Titles, take- 
Nay, Im a Mother: A kind Father he, 
And ſoften all the Pains Ive born for e em 
Yes Heay? n wick Twins has bleſt Cee, ; 

And wauld you in their Looks theig Felber re 


ui! 
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HY SIT VDE JASON: „ 
{iis ireactirous Smiles they are tov yohh to weary Þ Þ 
In ll things elſe ybu U find your Picture therd ; 
lad ſent thoſe Envoys int theſe Letters ſtead, wh 
both for their oh and) Mother's Wrong to pled ? i 
Hd not their Stepdame's Marthers bid em flays. i 
Too deat a Trenſtite for tliat Motiſter's Prey. i 
Would her deaſ Rage, that rent her Brothers Bes, 
are my young lo, or hear their tender Ori 
Yet in your Archs this dedret Traitreſs lies 
Above my Truth, you this falſe Pois ner prize. © | 
This mean Adult'rate-Wierch was baſely nd; 
Loves ſacted Lamp otr.cliafte Imbraces join'd; -/+ 
Het Father ho betray'd; mine fives by ee 
| Lennds Prices e Cnet Inf. 
ind thus her Guile my Piety ontvies)  - # " "6 WE 
Vhillt with Wer Grimes her Dow r your Heut 1 
Falſe Man, 1 blame not wonder at cht Nqʒẽ i 
0th Lemm Deches : Wrong do al Arme ingage. 


N 4 Sup- 


75 OVID": EPISTLES.: 
Suppoſe, i in Vengeance to your Guilt, juſt ens 
Had on my Shore the perjur d Foſon-driv't;' 
Whilſt Iwith my young Twins to meet you came, 
And made you call on Rocks to hide your Shame 
How could you look upon my Sons and Me? 
Traitor, what Pains, what Death too bad for thee? 
Perhaps indeed I Jaſon had not hurt. 
But tis my Mercy more than his Deſert: 
The Harlot's Blood had ſprinkled all the Place, 
' Daſh'd in your faithleſs and once e Face. 
I to Medea, ſhould Medea prove: 2 
And if Jove hears the Pray'rs of injur'd Love, | 
May that loath'd Hag, that has my , 
Be by my Fate and her own. Arts deſtroy d. 
Like me a Mother, and 4 Wife forlorn 
Be from her Raviſn'd Lord and Children tc _ 
May her ill gotten Trophies never laſt, 

But round the World be th hunted Wandesse d, 
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HYPSIPYLE to JASON. 179 
' ThoſeDooms her Sire ,and murther'd Brother mats _ 
May ſhe ther Husband and her Sons repeat. 
Driv'n from the World, lether attempt the Skies, | 
Till in Deſpair by her own Hand ſhe dies. 
2 Thus wrong d Ti DOGS prays, your Lives curſt 
ce? BY An Execrable Pair, in a Deteſted Bed. 3 
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. F the King flays A at her them up, 


The ARGUMENT. 


y aſon arrives with his Companions at Colchos, 
where the Golden Fleece was kept, which before 
be can obtain, he is to. andertake ſeveral Ai. 
"ventures; firſt Ws 2 Mili Bulls, thin to 
fow the Serpent's Th from weve ſhould in- 
ant iy riſe an 23 with 79 mu 4 
counter ; aud laftly, 46 matt U by 
Dragon that neuer . In der bo thin 
follicits Medeas eri, ig. and cb 
"0 in Charme, iy uu fue (on Promiſe 
of Laue) be gains the PFize. Then e 
er; the 155 ng Par ſhes them, Medea killsber- 
- little Brother, ſtatters his Limbs; and whtlf 
eſtapes with 
ber Lover into Theſſaly ; where ſhe reſtores dt. 
| crepit Eſon to his 71 4, On the ſame Promiſe 
& ſhades Pelias his Daughters to let out their 
Father c Blood, but deceitfully leaves themtGuilty 
pare, For this, andother "ON . 
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22 of On  MarritsCreuſa Tigi qbter te Crebti 
Ki orinth ; * Medea, 
according tot varies Tr Faanfires i heb Ben 


on, 2 . rn, e and 1 
nac ing Epi le. 


ET 1 found Leifare, che' + Oe fee 

L By Magick Aris thy Grecias Friends and hee | 
The Fates ſhou'dghen have finiſh? d with my Reign 
The Life that ſince was one continwd Pain. 


Who wou'd. here dreams the Youth of diſtanc 1 


Shou'd &er hayefail'd toſeizentic PhoygianFleece! | 
That th' Ane ſhau'd in View: of Coic bar Mde | 


A Grecian Aumꝑ flem the Flat. Tide hel 
Why were thoſe Snares, thy Locks, n 
A Tongue ſo falſe, ſo pow'rful to 4-50 | 
No doubt bughb that had ſo ra(bly fought f, 


Our Shore, with the fierce Bulls ont 8 
And fondly too th Arms-bearing Seed had Og | 
Till by the Crop the Titter were &erthrown- 
How many Frauds had then expir'd'with theo!” 
As many killing Griefs omov'd from met 


74 * 
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182 O VI D' EK YTST EES 
"Tis ſome Relief, when ill Returns are made, 
With Favours done th? Ingrateful to wur 
This Triumph will afford ſome little We 
Falſe Jaſon leaves me This — 

W hen firſt your doubtfulVeſſel reach d our port, 
And you had Entrance to my Father's Court; 
There was I then, what now your new Bride's 
My Royal Father might with her”s compare, logge 
With Princely Pomp was your Arrival gric'd 
The meaneſt Greek. on'Tyrian Bedswwe / ee 
Then firſt I gaz/domy: Liberty away ß 
And date my Ruin from that futał Day! 

Fate puſht me on, and with your Charms $8 -4 

I view'd your ſparkling Eyes till I was blind. 

You ſoon perceiv d, for who cou d ever hide 

4 Flame that by its own Light i is deſcry d? 
But now that Task 's propos d, and thou muſttans 

The Bulls with brazen Hoofs, and Breath of F taine, 

With theſe the fatal Field thou art to Plow, 102 


From whence a ſudden Hoſt of Foes mult grow. 


Thoſe 


ME DE A ν⁰ο , ASO N. 183 
Thoſe Dangets paſt, ſtill to the Golden Prey 
The baleful fiery Dragon guards the Way. Feast, 
Thus ſpake the King; your Knights ſtart from the 
And ev'n your Cheeks a pale Deſpair confeſt. 
Where then was your ador'd Creuſas Dowir? 
And where her Father Creon's boaſted Pow'r? 
dad went'ſt thou forth; my pitying Eyes purſue, 
[ igh'd, and after ſent a ſoft Adieul h) 
In reſtleſs Tears I ſpent that tedious Night, 
Preſenting ſill thy Dangers to my Sight: 
The Savage Bulls, and more the Savage Hoſt, 
But th? hortid Serpent did affright me maſt!” - 
Thus toſt with Fear and Love, (Fear ſwell'd the 
My Siſter early to my Apartment came [Flane) | 
Sad and dejected ſhe ſurpriz d me there, 
With Eyes diſtilling, and diſheyel'd Hair 
On your behalf ſhe ſought-me, nor cou'd crave © 
1 My Aid for you, ſo freely as I gave! 


) q A Grove there is, an awful gloomy |Shade, | 
4 Too cloſe for ev'n'the Sun himſelf tinvade: 
„% -- 8 


Theſe 
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18, OVID EPISTLES 
| Theſe Woods with-great Dis Fane we grat'y, 
Pch* midſtthe Goddeſs on high Tripods plac' d. 
There (if that Place you can remember yet, 
Who have forgotten Me) *twas there we met. 
Then, thus in ſoft deluding Sounds youſaid— 


ce Take Pity on our Suff rings, Royal Maid! 15 


« Neſt pleas d, Thou haſt the Pow'r to kill, 
« Proofs of Diviner Might, and make us Live! 
« By our Diſtreſſes (which thy Art alone 
« Has Pow'r to fuccour,) By th? all ſeeirig Sun; 


« By the chaſte Deity that governs here, 


« And what e' er elſe you Sacred hold or Dear 
et Take Pity on our Youth, and bind us ſtill” 
« Eternal Servants to Medea's Will 1 . 
And if a Stranger's Form can touch your Mind, 
« (If fuch bleſt Fate was e'er for me deſign'dl) 
This Fleſh to Duſt diſſolve, this Spirit to ooh 
« When I think any but Medea Fair. B 
« Be confcious Fuwo, Witnefs to my Vow, 


« And this dread Ooddeſ: at whoſeShrine we bow. 
| Your 
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ME DEA „IAS ON 


To be by yet more pow rful Tears expreſy'd. 


[yield and by my Art inſtru& you now . 
To yoke the Braſs-haaft Bulls, and make em plow. 


Then with a daring Hand you ſow the Field, 
That for an Harveſt does an Army yield; 


[yn look pale, that gave the paw'rful Charms, 


To ſee the wond raus Crop of ſhining Army | 
Till th; Earth-born Brothers in gerceBattel joind. 
Their ſudden Lives more ſuddenly refgn'd : 


The Serpent next, a yet more dang'rous Toil, 


With ſcaly Boſom plows the yielding Soil, 
Oerſhades the Field with vaſt expanded W 
And brandiſhes in Air his threatning wt i 
Where was Creuſa ſt this needful Hour? 


Medea, that Medes, that is now | 
Deſpis'd, thought Poor, held Guilty too by you, 
Twas ſhe thatCharm'd the wakefulDragon'sSight, 
ave you the Fleece, and then ſecur d 


is 
Your charming Tongue opt here, and left the reſt 


Th | 


Vhere then were her fam'd Charms and wache 


ur Flight: 
To 
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186 OVID's EY STE EK 2 
To merit you, what cowd I mote have done? Yet 
My Father I betray, my Country nun, un 
And all the Hazards of an Exile run! 10 0 
Tho', whilſt I yield me thus a Rober's Prize, Ipaſ 


My tender Mother in my Abſence dies, 
And at her Feet my breathleſs Siſter lies. 
Why left I not my Brother too? cold Fear 
Arreſts my Hand, and I muſt finiſh here! 
This Hand that tore the Infant in our F light, 
What then it dar'd to Act, dreads now to Write, 

To the rough Seas undaunted I repair, 

For after Guilt, what can a Woman fear? K 
Why 'ſcap'd our Crimes thoſe Seas? we ſhould have 
For Faſhood thou, and I for Parricide, [dy'd; 
The juſtling Iſles ſhou'd there have daſh'd our 


[ Bones, 


And hung us Piece-meal on the ragged Stones; 
Or Scylla gorg'd us in her rav'nous Den, It 
Wrong'd Scylla thus .ſhou'd uſe ingrateful Men! 
Charibais too ſhou'd in our Fate have ſhar'd, - 


Nor ought * our ſad Wreck her W hirl-poolſpar'd. 
Yet 


2 — 
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Jet ſafe we reach your Shore: the PhrygianFleece -- 

k made an Off'ring to the Gods of Grete 
The Pelian Daughters pious bloody Deed 

[paſs, that raſhly made their Father bleed; 

Your Safety *twas that drew me to this Fraud, 

The Guilt that others Blame, you ſhou'd Applaud1/4 . 

Jut ſtead of Thanks, your Court I am forbid? 'Þ** 

ſour ſelf forbad me, faithleſs Fo/ow did! 

Vith none but my two Infants. I depart :, 

ind Jaſon'ð Form, that ne er forſakes my Heart. 

it length thy Rev ling Nuptial Songs ſurprize v\ 

My wounded Ear, thy Nuptial Torch my Eyes; 

The Rabble ſhout, the Clamour nearer drew, 

And as it came more near, more dreadful grew: 

My Servants weep in Corners, and refuſe 

Ti! ingrateful Task of ſuch unwelcome News! 

ljet forbear Venquire, tho? ſtill my Breaſt - \ 

The dreadful Apprehenſions did ſuggeſt; 

My youngeſt Boy now from the Window ſpy'd . 

The coming Pomp, and jocund thus he cry'd, | 

O „Loox 


188 O VID, EPISTLES) - 
<< Look, Mother, look ſee where my Father vides, 
« With ſhining Reins his Golden Charidt guides. 
At this my pale forſaken Breaſt I tore, 
Nor ſpar'd theFace, whofeBeautiescharmno more. 
Alas! what did 1 ſpare, ſcaroe cou'd I ſpare 
My Honour, ſcarcely thee, cou'd ſcarce forbeat 
To force may Paſſage to thy Chariot now, - 
And tear the Garland from thy perjur d Brow. 
Offended Father, now thy Griefs diſcharge! 
My Brother's Blood is now reveng'd at large. 
The Nan (for whom I fied and injur'd Thee! 
Whrſe Love ſole Comfort of my . 
Th' ingrateful Man has now for faken me! - 
I'rm9'd the Bulls and 'cou'd the Serpent bind, 
But for perfidious Love mo Spell can find: 
The Dragon's baleful Fires my Arts ſuppreſt, 
But not the Flames that rage within my Breaſt. 
In Love my powirfulliſt Herbs are uſeleſs made, 
In vain is Hecate fummon'd to my Aid; 


7 ME DEA to ] AS O N 89 
No Slumbers on my careful Broms deſcend:: - 
With Pappins Juice in vain my Eyes I ep, 
And try the Charm that made the Dragon {leep. 
only reap no Profit from my Charms! |: 
They ſavid, but ſav'd Thee for my Rival „A 
There, cauſe you know the Theam willgrateful be, 
perhaps y are ſo unjuſt t exclaim on me! 
To tax my Manners, rally on my Face, | 
And make th Adultreſs {port with wy Diſgrace! 
Laugh on, proud Dame; but know th Fate isnigh, 
When thou ſhalt yet more wretched be than 11 
When wrong'd Medea gnreveng'd fits ſtill., 
Sword, Flame, and Poiſon, have forgot to Kill. 
If Pray'rs the flinty Jaſon's Breaſt can move, | 
My juſt Complaint will ſure ſucceſsful prove, 
Yretch'd at thy Feet a ſuppliant Princeſs ſee; - 
Such was thy Poſture, when ſhe pity d Thee. 
And tho' a Wiſfe's difcarded Title fail, S 
"y Infants ſtill are thine, let them prevail!!! 
O 2 So 


ki 
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80 Wück th are thine, o much thyLikeneſsbea, 
Each Lock Icaſt, is follow'd by a Tear. 
Now by the Gods, by all our paſt Delights, 
By thoſe dear Pledges of our Am'rous Nights, 

Reſtore me to thy Love; I claim my Due, 

! Be to myi Merit, and thy Promiſe trum. 
Task there not what I perform'd for thee, 

To ſet me from fierce Bulls and Serpents free; 

I only crave thy Love, thy Love reſtore, 
For which I've done ſo much, and ſuffer'd more. 
Doſt thou demand a Ddw- r? Etwas paid that Day 
When thou didſt bear the Golden Flecce away: 

ThyLife's myDow'r,and thy dearFull'wersHealth 


[Wealth 


The Youth' of Greece; weigh theſe with Cretn's 
To me thou ow'ſt that thou art Cyebn's Heir, 
That now thou liv'ſt to call Creuſe Fair! 
You've wrong'd me All; and on you Al- but hold 
I form Revetige too mighty to be told! 
My Thoughts are now to th' utmoſt Ruin bent 


Perhaps I ſhall the fatal — repent. 
= 5 


uE DEA 70 JASON... 
Zut on—for I (whate'er the Miſchief ks) - 


Shall leſs ere than that Truſted ces z ky 3—— 
The God alone that Rages j in my Bre I IP 4 
Can ſee the dark Revenge my Thoughes fugg 

5 WMlonly know-twill ſoon effected bx. 


And when it comes, be Vaſt, and "Wikiby Me. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Theſeus, the Son. of geus, having ſlain the Mi. 
notaur, promi ſed to Ariadne the Daughter" dj 
Minos and Paſiphae, forthe Aſſiſtance which 

ave him, to carry hen bye with him, N 
1 his Wife: So toget n ieh her Siſter Pha 
they went on 1 a i to Chios, bee 
being warn Bacchüit, he oft Atiadne, apd” 


Married lan Ser Phitdraz who afterwards, n 
Theſeus bor Hourband's Ab/ence, felt i A 
with Hippolytus ber Jom -L, & bo hadVow' 4 
Ccalibacy, aud wes « Hunter: Wherefore ſince” 
He could not convenient lyatherwiſe, ſbe choſe by 
ehis Epiſtle to give him auAccount of her Paſſes. 


F Thowrt unkind, I aber ſhall Health enjafs ; 
Yet much I wiſh to thee, my Lovely Boy: 

Read this, and reading how my Soul is ird, #1 

Rather than not, be with my Ruin pleag'd: 
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PHK DRA 0 HIPPOLY TVs. 193 
Thus Secrets fafe to fartheſt Shares may mover 
By Letters Foes converfe, and learn ta loge. 
4 Thrice my ſad Tale, aa I to tell it try l. 
8 Upon my fault' ring Tongue abartivedy'93 quite, 41 
Long Shame prevaibd, nor could be cangyuerid 
But what I bluſh'd to ſpeak, Love made me Write. 
Tis dang'rous to reſiſt the Pow r of Love, 
The Gods obey hin, and he's King ahqve: T. 
He clear'd the Douhts that did my Mind canfound. 
And promis d me to bring Thee hither hound 
Oh may he come, and in that Breaſk of thine 
Fix a kind Dart, and make it flame liæe mine 
Yet of my Wedlock Vows Ill Joſe no Cate, 
Search back throꝰ all my Fame, thou lt ind jt fair. 
But Love long breeding, to worſt Pain does turn: 
Outward unharm'd, within, within I burn! 
As the young Bull or Courſer yet untam d., 
When yok d or bridldirſt, are pinch ꝗ and maim d, 
60 my unpractis d Heart in Love can nd 
No Reſt, th unwonted Weight ſo toils my Mind. | 


94 OVID EPISTLES. 
Whenyoung, Love'sPangs by Arts we may remove, 
But in our riper Vears with Rage we love. 
To thee I yield then all my dear Renoy n, 
And prithee let's together be undone: (Rost, 
Who would not pluck the new-blown bluſhing 
Or the ripe Fruit that Courts him as II 
But if my Virtue hitherto has gaind 1 
Eſteem for Spotleſs, ſhall:it now be dad 
Oh in thy Love I ſhall no Hazard run 
Tis not a Sin, but when tis courſely done. 
And now ſhould Juno leave her Jove to ms 
Td quit that Fove, Hippolytus, for thee: 
Believe me'too with ſtrange Deſires 1 chang 
Amongſt wild Beaſts I long with Thee to range 
To thy Delights and Delia I encline, 


Make her my Goddeſs too, becauſe ſhe's-thine: 
T long to know the Woods, to drive the Deer, 


Ando'erthe MountainsTops myHounds tochear 
Shaking wy Dart ; then, the Chace ended; he 


Stretch'd on the Graſs: And would'ſt not tho 
Of 4 


PH DRA to HIPPOLVYT OS. 395 
Of: in light Chaxiots I with Pleaſure ride, 
And love my ſelf the furious Steeds to guide. 
Now like a Bacchanal-more wild: firay,. | 157 
Or old Cybele's Prieſts, as mad as theß 8 
When under Idas Hill they Off rings pay: 
Evn mad as thoſe the Deities of Night | | ,/ // 
And Water, Fauns and Dryads do aftright.-- | 
But ſtill each little Interval I gain, F 
Eaſily. find tis Love breeds all my Pain; 

dure on our Race Love like a Fate does fall, 
And Venus will have Tribute of us all. 
Jove lov'd Europa, whence my Father came, 
And to a Bull transform'd, enjoy'd the Dame: 
the, like my Mother, languiſht to obtain, 

And fill'd her Womb with Shame as well as 3575 
The faithleſs Th-/eus by my Siſter's Aid 

The Monſter flew, and a ſafe Conqueſt made: 
Now in that Family my Right to ſave, 


| am at laſt on the ſame Terms a Slave: 


*TI'was 


Tas fatal to my Siſter, and to me, 


If thou but ride, or ſhake the trembling Dart, 
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She lov thy Father, but my Choice was thee. 
Let Monuments of Triumph then be ſnown 
For two unhappy Nymphs by you undone. 
When firſt our Vows were to Eleuſſt paid, 
Would I had in a Cretan Grave been laid; 
Twas there thou didſt a perfect Conqueſt gain, 
Whilſt Love's fierce Feaver rag'd in ev'ry Vein; 
White was thy Robe, a Garland deck'd thy Head; 
A modeſt Bluſh thy comely Face o'erſpread, 
That Face which may be terrible in Arms, 
But graceful ſeem'd to me, and full of -Qharws: 
I love the Man whoſe Faſhion's leaft his Care, 
And hate my Sexes Coxcombs fine and fair; 
For whilſt thus plain thy careleſs Locks let fly, 
Th' unpoliſh'd Form is Beauty in my Eye. 


I fix my Eyes, and wonder at thy Art: 
To ſee thee poiſe the Jav'lin, moves Delight, 
And all thou doſt is lovely in my Sight: 

But 


But 


PH ADRA'# HIPPOLYTUS. a 
But to the W 60ds thy Cruelty zefigny 92 112 
Xor treat it with fo poor a S 24 
Vuſt cold Diane be adot d don ass * 
Moſt ſhe have all thy Vows, —— no, 
That Pleaſure palls if tis enjoy d too long: 
Love makes the weary firm, the feeble ſtrong. 
for Cynthia's ſake unbend and eaſe thy Bo]. 
ſe to thy Arm 'twill weak and uſeleſs grow. 
famous was Cepbalur in Wood and Plain, .. - 
ind by him many a Boar and Pard was ſlaig, 
let to Aurorg's Love he did inclinec, 
Fho wiſely left old Age for Youth like thing. . 
inder the ſpreading Shades her Am'rous Boy, . 1 
The fair Adonis, Venus could enjoy; I 
Alantas Love too Meleager ſought, _. ; 
And to her Tribute paid of all he caught : 
be thou and I the next bleſt Sy/van Pair; 3 
here Love'sa Stranger, Woads but Deſarts are. 
Viththee, thro'dang'rous Ways u unknown before, 
1 rove, and fearleſs face the dreadful Boar. 
Between 
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Between two Seas a little Ithmus lie, 


Where on each Side the beating Billows riſe,. 


There in Tragema I thy Love will meet, 


. 
k 0 
Fwf# 'P 


More bleſt and pleas d than in my Native Greet, 
As we &ould wiſſi, Old Theſtur is away; 


At Theſaly, where always let him ſtay 


I. 
wry, 


With his Perithunc, whom well I ſee +») + 


Preferr d above Hippolytus or mie. 


Nor has he only thus expreſt his Hate: 


We both have ſuffer'&'Wrongs of mighty Weight: 


My Brother firſt he eruelly did ſlay, 
Then from my Siſter falſly ran away; 


And left expos'd to ev ry Beaſt a Prey- 


a. OT 3 
ne s 
e 


* 
dy « 
42 


A Warlike Queen to thee thy Being gave, TEX 


A Mother worthy of a Son ſo brave, 


From cruel Theſeus yet her Death did find, 


[kind 


Nor though ſhe gave him thee, could make hin 
Unwedded too he Murther'd her in ſpight, 
To Baſtardize, and Rob thee of thy Right: 


And 


cind, 
him 


PHADRA ro HIPPOLY TUS. x99 
nd if, to wrong the more, two Sons Ive brought, 
zelieve it his, and none of Phedra's fault nt 
Rather, thou faireſt Thing the Earth contains, 
| wiſh at firſt Tad dyꝭd of Mothers Pains: 
How cati'ſt thou revꝰrence then thy Father's Bed, 
From which himſelf ſo abjectly is fle? 
The Thought affrights not me, but me _ 
Mother and Son are Notions, very Names 
Of worn-out Piety, in faſhion then - | +1 41 1 
When old dull Sa#urs rul'd the Race of Men: 
But bra ver Fove taught Pleaſure was no Sin, 


CF 
Tiled 


And with his Siſter did himſelf begin. 
Nearneſs of Blood, and Kindred beſt we prove, 
When we expreſs it in the cloſeſt Love. 


Nor need we fear our Fault ſnould be reveal'd; 
Twill under near Relation be conceal'd, 

And all who hear our Loves, with Praiſe ſhall crown 
A Mother's Kindneſs to a grateful Son. 


* = 
WY * 
* 
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200 ' VID EPISTLE'S.'" 
No need at Midnight in the dark to ſtray, | 
Tunlock the Gates, and cry, Myl-ove, 1 
No buſie Spies our Pleafures to betray. 

But in one Houſe, as heretofore, well live,” : 
An publick Kiſſes take; in publick, give: 
Though intyBedthou'rt ſeen, twill gxinApplanſe 
From all, vhiiſt none have Senſe to gueſstheCanſe 
Only make haſte, and let this League be ſigu'd; 
So may my Tyrant Love to thee be kind; 
For this I am an humble Supphant grown ; ' 
Now where are all my Boaſts of Greatneſs gone! 
I ſwore I ne'er would yield, reſolv'd to fight, 
Deceiv'd by Love, that's ſeldom in the right: 
Now on my own1-craw!, to claſp thy Knees; 
What's decent no true Lover cares or ſees: 
Shame, like a beaten Soldier, leaves the Place, 
But Beauty's Bluſhes ſtiſl are in my Face. 
Forgive this fond Confeflion which I make, 
And then ſome Pity on my Suffrings take. 


What 


12 
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What though midſt Seas my Father's Empire ties? 
es 


Though my great Grandſire Thunder from the 
What though my Father's Sirein Beams dreſt gay | 
Drives round the burning Chariot of the Day? 
Their Honour all in me to Love's a Slave, 


» 


Then though thou wilt not me, their Honour ſave: 
Jove's famous Mand, Creer, in Dow's I brings 
And there ſhall my Hippolyrus be King: 
for Venus ſake then hear and grant my Re 
So may ſt thou never Love a ſcornful Fair; 2 Ji 
n Fields ſo may Diana grace thee ſtill, 
ind evry Wood afford thee Game to kill 
So may the Mountain Gods and Saryrs all! 
ze kind, ſo ma} the Boar before thee fall,” . 
S may the Water-Nymphs in Heat of Day, 
% Though thou their Sex deſpiſe, thy mand, | 
Millions of Tears to theſe my Pray'rs I join, 
„ wacheschauresd'ltaiththoe dearRyerof thine 
| mine 
Ihink that thou ſeeſt the Streams that flowf 
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The ARGUMENT 
the Deftruttionof Troy, ſaved bir Go 
toſt with Tenipeſts, was at laſt caſt upon the N 
| = killed her Hu5band Sichæus,) had late lh 


R of Venus ang Anohile 2225 
neas, e San o enus chiles, 
pre 
ther, and Son Aſcanius from the Fire, 28 f 
with twenty Sail of Ships, and having be = 
of Lybia, where Queen. Dido, (Hing fr 1 1 | 
* Cruelty of ygma Non her 3 * 2 
Carthage. She entertained Eneas and b 2 
with great {# ruility, fell paſſi lonately i in 72925 


him] and in ih end denied bim not the 
vour g. But Mercury admoniſbing Ene bo 
in ſearch of Italy, (a Kingdom om, to 


I 8 ebe Gods,) he ü neadily * to Obey Ba 
: Dido ſdos perceived it, and having in 77 [ 
4, other means tb ingage bim ro ſtay, at "ah 


, Deſpair writes to him as follows.” \ 1 ollie 
O, on Meander's Banks, when Death is nigh 
The mournful Swan ſings her own Elegy 
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Not that I hope; (for vi that t ape: re vin) 
By Words your loſt Affections to regain 475 7. 
But having loſt whate*ttawab worth my Lare, 
Why ſhould L fear to; oſ&adying:Prayt£2iion 107 
Tis thewrefolv'd poor Dian muſt he ſeſt ; 
Of Life, of Honour, andboſ Love bereftihb 11217 
Vhile you, with qooſen d Saibę and Vows; prepare 
To ſeek a Land that flies the Searchers C . 
Nor can my riſing Tow rs your Flight reſttain; 
Nor my new Empire, offer'd you in van: 
Built Walls you ſhun, unbuilt you ſeek; that Land 

yet to Conquer; but you this Command. 
wppoſe you landed where your Wiſh deſigu d, 
ink what Reception Foreigners ene 
Vhat People is ſo void of common Senſe, 
o vote Succeſſion from a'Native Prinee?/ 
let there new Scepters and new Loves wo» 
ew Vows toplight, and plighted Vows to break. 
Ven willyour Tow rs the height of Cartbagexnout 
when) your Eyes diſcern. os" f 
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If ſuch a Town, and Subjects you cou'd fee, - 
Still won'd you want a Wife who low d ſike me. 
For, oh, I burn, like Fires with Iacenſe bright; 
Not holy Tapers flame with purer Lim: 
ZEneas is my Thoughts perpetual Theme: 
Their diily longing, and their nightly'Dreatn, 
Yet he ungratefal and obdurate M11: .: 1 
Fool that Lam to place my; Heatt ſo illl. 
My ſelf I cannot to my ſelf reſtore : vor ite, | 
Still I complain, and ſtill I love him more 
Have Pity, Cupid, on my bleeding Heart, 
And pierce thy Brother's with an equal Dart, 
I rave: Nor canſt thou Vrnus Offspring be, 
Love's Mother cou'd not bear a,Sofi lke.thee. 
From harden" Oaksor fim a Nockꝭs eod Womy 
At leaſt thou art from ſome teres Biggs oomo 
Or, oh rough Sea from their Foundation worn 
Got by the Winds, and in a Teinpeſt born: 
Like that which now thy trembling Sailors fear: 
Lem, * 
— Behold 


1 — * 2 
* as 
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Behold how high the foathing Billows ride! 
The Winds and Waves ute on the juſter ide. 
To Winter Wearher and a ſtormy Sea, 7 | 

[ll owe whit rather I wWow'd owe te ther-. 
Death thou deſer v ſt from Fleav*ns vening Laws; 
But I'm unwilling to become the Cauſes - 

To ſhun my Love, if thou wilt ſeek thy Fate, | 
Tis a dear Purchaſe,” and à coltly Hate 

Stay but a little; till the Tempeſt veaſs, - 

And the loud Winds are lulPd into u Peace. | 

May all thy Rage, ike theirs, utconſtaine prove! 
And ſo it will, if there be pow'r in Lo.. 
Know'ſt thou not yet what dangers Ships ſuſtain? 
So often wreck d, how darꝰſt thou tetupt the Maia? 
Which, were it ſmooth, were ev ry Wave aſleep, 
Ten thouſand forms of Death are in the Deep. I 
in that Abyſs the Gods theit Vetigeanes ftore, 
For broken Vows of thoſe who falſely ſwore. 
There winged Stortus on Seazborn Yexns wait, 
To vindioate the Jaſtive of her'Stats. 


FE 
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Thus, I to thee the means of Safety now . 
And, loſt my ſelf, would ſtill preſerve my Foe. 
Falſe as thou art, I not thy Death deſignn: 

O rather live, to be the Cauſe of mine/ 
Shou'd ſome avenging Storm thy Veſſel tear, 
(But Heav'n forbid my Words ſnou d Omenbęar,) 
Then, in thy Face thy petjurꝭd Vos would fly; 
And my wrong'd Ghoſt be preſent to thy Eye. 
With threatning Looks, think thou behold ſt me 
Gaſping my Mouth, and clotted all my Hu, 
Then ſhou'd fork'd Lightning and red Thunder 
What coud · ſtthou ſay, but i deſervd æ malle fal 
Leſt this ſhould happen, make not haſte ys 
To ſhun the Danger willbe worth thy FR . 
Have Pity on thy Son, if not on me: 

My Death alone is Guilt enough for the. 
nat has his Youth, what have thy aa 
To ſink in Seas, who were from Fires preſery'd? 
3ut neither Gods nor Parent didſt thou bear, 


mooth Stories all, to OR a Womuns Ear) 
1. 1 Falſe 


DI DO OAK N EAS opt 
Falſe was the Tale of thy Romantic Life; 
Nor yet am I thy firſt deluded Wife: 
Left to purſuing Foes Cyeuſa ſtay d. 
By thee," baſe Man, forſaken and betray d. 
This, when thou toldſt me, ſtruck my tender Heart, 
That ſuch Requital follow d ſuch Deſert. 
Nor doubt I but the Gods, for Crimes like theſe, 
Sev'n Winters kept thee wandring on the Seas. 
Thy ſtarwd Companions,” caſt aſhore, I fed, 
Thy ſelf admitted to my Crown and Bed. 
To harbour Strangers, ſuccour the Diſtreſt, 
Was kind enough; but oh too kind the reſt! 
Curſt be the Cave which firſt my Ruin brought ; 
Where, from theStorm,we commonſhelter ſought! 
A dreadful Howling eccho'd round the Place, 
The Mountain\Nymphs; thought I; my Nuptials 
thought ſothen, but now too late know, Lace. 
The Furies yell'd my Fur'rals from below. 
O Chaſtity and violated Fame, * 
Exact your Dyes to my dead Husband's. agar? 

P 3 | ' By 
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By Death redeem my Reputation loſt; 
And to his Arms reftore my guilty en 


Cloſe by my Palace, in a gleomy Grove, Ant 
Is rais'd a Chappel to my-Murder'd Love; I bc 
There,wreath'd with Boughs and Wool, bis Statue Wi. 
The pious Monument of Artful Hands: (Kands, Ev 
LaftNight,methought he call'd me from the Dome, The 
And thrice with hollow Voice, cry'd, Dido, come. At 
For 


She eomesz thy Wife thy lawful Summons hear; 
But comes more ſlowly, clogg d with conſcious Fear. My 
Forgive the Wrong offer d to thy Bed, Hed Ta. 
Strong were his Charms, who my weak _ * An 
His Goddeſs Mother, and his Aged Sire, 
Born on his Back, did to my Fall confpire. 
O ſuch he was, and is, that were he true, 
Without a Bluſh T might his Love purſue. 
But cruel Stars my Birth-day did attend: 
And as my Fortune open'd, it muſt end, 
My plighted Lord was at the Altar fl Lin, 
WhoſeWealth was made my bloodyBrother's gain: 
Friend- 


—- 
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Friendleſs, and follow'd, by. the Myzd'rer's hate, 
To foreign Cquntries I remgy'd wy Fate; 
And here, à Suppliant, from the Natives Hands, 
bought the Ground on which my City Randy. 
With all the Coaſt that ſtretches to the Sea 
£v'n to the friendly Part that ſhelter'd thee: _ 
Then rais'd theſe Walls, which mount into the Air, 
At once my Neighbours Wonder, and their Fear. 
For now they Arm; and round me == oy 
My ſcarce eflablih'd Exe to invade. HET 
To Man my neu- built Walls I muſt prepere, 

An helpleſs Women, and wnokill'd in War. 
Yet thayſand Rivels to my Love pratend 5. | 
And for my Perſon, would my Crown defend; - 
Whaſe jarring Vatas in gns Cemplaint ge, 
That each uninſtiy is diſdain'd for hes. 
To Proud Hyenksr rs me ug Preys . | + 
(For that mult fallow, if thou ge ſt away.) 
Or to my Hus bands Murd' rer leave my Lait. 
That to the Hughans he mey add the Wiſe. 
P 4 Go 
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Gothen; ſitice no Complaints can move thy i nd: 
Go perjut'd Man, but leave thy Gods behind. 
Touch not thoſe Gods by whom thou artforſworn; 
Who will in impious Hands no more he born, 
Thy Sacrilegious Worſhip they diſdain; ' 
And rather wou'd the Grecian Fires ſuſtain. 
Perhaps my greateſt Shame is ſtill to come, 
And part of thee lies hid within my Womb. 
The Babe unborn muſt periſh by thy an 
And periſh guiltleſs in his Mother's Fate. 
Some God, thou ſay ſt, thy Voyage does command; 
Wou'd the ſame God had barr'd thee from my Land 
The ſame, I doubt not, thy Departure ſteers, 
Who kept thee out at Sea ſo many Vears. 
Where thy long Labours were a Price ſo great, 
As thou to purchaſe Troy would'ſt not repeat. 
But Tyber now thou ſeek'ſt; to be at beſt, 
When there arriv'd, a poor precarious Gueſt, 
Vet it deludes thy Search: Perhaps it will 
To thy Old Age lye undiſeover'd ſtill. 


fn; 


Bring many Laurels home from conquer d Fot. 
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A ready Crown and Wealth in DowrÞbringy© 
And without eonqu'ring, here thou art # Ring 
Here thou to Carthage mayiſt trinsfer thy Tray; 
Here young A/cenius may his Arms imploy; : 
And, while we live ſecure in ſoft Repoſe, 


By Cupid's Arrows; I adjure thee ſtay 
By all the Gods,” Companions 'ofthy Way: 
So may thy Trojans, who are yet avs 
Live ſtill, and with no future Fortune ſtrive: 
$ may thy Vouthful Son old Age attain, 
And thy dead Father's Bones in Peace remain: 
As thou haſt Pity on unhappy me, 
Who know no Crime, but too much Love of thee. 
| am not born from fierce Achilles Line, 
Nor did my Patents againſt Troy combine: 
To be thy Wife, if I unworthy prove, - 14 
By ſome inferior Name admit my Love. 
To be ſecur'd of ſtill /poſſeſling thee, 
What wow'd I do, and what wou'd I not be. 
Our 


, 
- 


\ 
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Our Lui Coefts their certain Seaſons know, 
When free from Tempolis Paflangers may go, 
But now with Northern Blaſts the Hillams roar, 
And drive the flaating Sea Weed to the Shoar. 
Leave to my Care the Time to ſail awaß: 
When ſafe, 1 will nat ſuſſer thee to ſtay. 
Thy weary Men wou'd be with Eaſe content; 
Their Sails are tatter'd, and their Maſts are ſpeni 
If by no Merit I thy Mind can move, 
What thou deny'ſt my Merit, give my Love, 
Stay, till I learn my Loſs to undergo ; 
And give me Time to ſtruggie with my. Wee, 
If not: Know this, I will not ſyffer long, 
My Life's too loathſome, and my Love tag firong 
Death holds my Pen, and dictates what I ſay, 
While croſs my Lap the Trojan Sword | lay. 
My Tears flow down; the ſharp Edge cuts thei 
And drinks my Sorraws,that muſt drink my Blood 
How well thy Gift does with my Fate agree! 
My Fun' ral Pomp is cheaply made by thee. 

| Tt 
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ono new Wounds my Boſom I diſplay: © _, 
ut thou, dear Siſter, and yet dearer Friend, 
halt my cold Afhes to their Urn attend. 

icheus Wite, let not the Marble hoaſt, 

[loſt that Ntle when my Fame I loſt. 

This ſhort Inſcription only let it bear, 

« Unhappy Diao lies in Quiet here. 

The cauſe of Peath,andSword hy which the dyd 
« Eneas gave: The reſt her Arm ſupply'd, 
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O in unwonted Notes, when ſure to die, 
The mournful Swan ſings her own Elegy. 


1 I do not hope by this to change my Fate, 
Since Heav'n and you are both reſolvd to by 
Robb'd of my Honour, tis no Wonder'now'” 
That you diſdain me when I meanly ſue; xg = 


Deaf to my Pray*rs, that you reſolve to go, 9 


And leave th* unhappy you have render d ſo. 
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_ and your Love, the Winds away muſt bear; 

*  Worgot is all that you ſo oft did ſwear: 
rich cruel Haſte to diſtant Lands you fly, 11 
* et know not whoſe they are, nor where theylye. 
* Wn Carthage and its riſing Walls you frown, 9 

6 nd ſhun a Scepter, which is now your owl A 
* u you have gain'd, you proudly do:contettingj 
ea fondly ſeek a fancy'd Diadem: + 156 Þ 
a mould you reach at laſt this promis'dLandyi 
Fa 0 ho'll give its Power into a Stranger's Hand? 
* l nother eaſie Dido do you ſeek? 1 
JW d new Occaſions new-made Vows to break? / 
* Yen can you Walls like ours of Carthage build, 
8 ind ſee yourStreets with Crowds of Subjects 6184?) 
7 ut tho? all this ſucceeded to your Mind. 
eue a Wife no Search could ever find; 


„ Vorch'd up with Loves fierce Fire wy Life does 
ee Incenſe on the flaming Altar caſt; [walte, | 
Sol Day Ancas walks before my Sicht. 


Lall my Dreams I ſee him ev'ry Night: 


But 


3 © a 
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But fee Him AHI ingrateful as befbre, ou 
And ſuch ab, HH I could, I ſhould abhor. 
But the ſtrong Flame baths on againſt my Wit 
I exll bim Falſe, but love the Traitor ML. 
Gola of Lede, thee all the World adore 
And fall thy Bon flight thy Almighty Pow'r? 
He Brother's ſtebborn Soul let Cxpii move, 
Teach me to hate, or him to merit Love! 
But the Jmopoſtor his high Birth did feign, 
(Thb?* to that Tale His Face did Credit gain,) 
He was not borfi bf Venn, who could prove 
So gruel, and fo Faithleſs in his Love. 
Etom Rocks or Mountains he detiv'd his Bir 
Fierve Walvs of Savage Tygets brought hi 
Or elſe he pruug from the Tethpeſtuous dn 
To which To engerhy he flies gam. 
How dee dful The eentending Waves appoir! 
Theſe wintetStorthis by fore would keep you ler 
The Stormewi& kinder, and the Windsmort 


Let me owe chem, What I Would owe tb you. 
You 


D.I DO NEA. 
You'll ſhew your Hatred at too dear a Rute, 
to fly me, you rums on Certain Fate. 
day only till theſe raging Venniets ae 74 
And breeding ddadcydns/ all miyiFears iveloade:! ii // 
ben you perhaps may chatigeryout coued N 
ind will learn Pity rum the Sed aud Wind; bi). 
Are you not warn'd by all youye/felc und feet? 
\nd will you rempt the faithilefs Floods agi? 
Tho' 'twere valm now, it would net long bee; 6 
Think, to what:diflane Counties you would Nb. 
There's not one God that will cat Veſſel Ge, 
Vhich Lies, and Fraud, and Perjuties vppreſs, | 
The Sea let ey'ry faithlefs Lover fear, fe Wage 
The Queen of Love roſe thrice, and Gf 
Sill the dear Gauſe of all my Ie Hove, | © 1 
ind my laſt Words Heat h for yo Bafetymebe; 
| That'ybur nears 1 T 
* o you, ag your diſſembied Love to me 
t in the Storm, when the huge Blow to, 
Th unluoky Omen may kind Hen 
ink what diſtracting Thoughts will fil i } 


at OMMDYVEPISPLE 8 
vou ll themrembmbor ev'ry/brokew Vow;. | 
With Horror think on Murderd Dido too 
My Ghoſt all pale arid ghaſtly ſhallibe there, 
With mortal Wounds ſtill bleeding I'll appear. 


Then youmillowwhat to ſurh Ciimes is due, | A 
And think each Flaſni of Lightning aim'd at yon. My 

Vom icruel lighe till the next Calm delay, Had 
Your quiet Paſſage will reward your Stay. And 

| I beg not for my ſelf, but do not join Hea 
| The Guilt of your Ccaniur Death io mine. i yy, 
Wbat has your Son, what have your Gods deſery'd? And 
For a worſe Fate were they from F lames preſerv'd? The 
But ſyre you neither {ay'd them from the Fire, And 
Nor on your Shoulders bore your aged Sire; car 
But did contrive that Story, to deceive Yet 

A Queen, ſo fand, ſo willing to believe. in 
Your ready Tongue told many a pleaſing Lie, A Sa 
Nor did it practiſe firſt theſe Cheats on me. N pic 


Lou by like Arts did fair Creaſa gain, rom 
And then forſook er with a like Diſdain. 


„ 
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I've wept to hear you tell that Lady's Dae ew 
My ſelf now juſtly more unfortutiate,/ 19.04! 1! 
Tis to revthge theſe Crimes the Sd gigs 
And make you wander out your wretehed Age. 

A Ship-wrack'd Witetch 1 kindly did receive, 
My wealth and Crown toHinds unknown did give. 
Had 1 ſtopp d there, I had been flee from Stiame, 


and had not ſtaind my clear and ſpotleſs Fame. 
Heav'n to betray my Honour did comply, ? 


When Thunder and black Clouds filbd all the 
And made us to the fatal Shelter fly. IS. 
The Furies howl'd, and dire Preſages gave, 
And ſhrieking Nymphs forſook the gullty oed | 
| cannot live that Crime torments me Hog 
Yet ful of Shame to my Sicheus g. 

In a fair Temple built by skilful Eu | 
A Sacred Image of Sichæus ſtand : 
With Snowy Fleeces dreſt, and Garlands clown, 
From thence of late I've heard a diſmal Sound! 


I} 


Q Four 


220 OVID ZPISTLAS. 
Four times hg;call'd me with a bollow Voice 


M 

My looſen'd Joints ſtill trembled at the Noiſe! W 
My deareſt Lord, your Summons I bey. W 
: n 

'Tis Shame to meet you makes this ſhort; Delay. II . 
_ Yerlſueh;s Temper might the Crime exguſe, T. 
His Heay'aly-Race, and all his ſolemn Vows!; Not 


The bet of Fathers, the moſt pious 8on! rae, 
Who could ſuſpect, He, who ſuch Thing had 
So well had ated all the parts of Life, 


Could haye;hetray'd a Princeſs and, a Wife Dro 
Had he not wanted Faith, your ſelf muſt own . 
He had deſery'd to fill my Bed and Throne. The 
Is my firſt Youth what Cares diſturb'd my Peace! = 
And my Misfortunes with my Years increaſe! * 

My Husband's Blood was by my Brother ſpilt, , b 
And ſtill his Wealth rewards the proſp'raus Guilt. o 
Thro' Ways unknown a dang'rous Flight I take, %p 


His Aſhes and my Native Soil forſake; 
Here ſhelter'd from my Brother's Cruelty, 


I bought this Kingdom, which I gave to thee. 
ES = 
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My City did in Glory daily riſe, 
wnieh all my Neighboprs faw with envious Eyes, 
And Force againſt unhnifh'd Walls prepare, 
Threat' ning a helpleſs Woman with a War. of 
Thoſe many Kings, who did my Bed defire, 
Now to revenge their ſlighted Love confpire. 
Go on, my People are at your Command. 
W Give me up bound to ſome' fierce Rival's Hand: 
Aſſiſt my cruel Brother's black Deſign, © © 
Drunk with S;cheus Blood, he thirfts for mine: 
But then pretend to Piety no more 
The falſe and perjur'd ail the Gods abhor. cam a 
Eyn thoſe you ſnatch'd from Troy's devonring 
Are griev'd that from fuchHands theirSafety came. = 
\ growing Infant in my Womb you leave, 
Of your whole ſelf, you cannot me bereave. 
You kill not Dido only, if you go, 
The guiltleſs and unborn you murder too; 
i With me a new unknown A/eanizs dies, N 
M Tho? deaf to mine, yet think you hear his Crie*; 
8 But 


'OVID's EPISFLELES. 
But *tis the God commands, and you obey, 
Ah! would that he who now forbids' your Stay, 
Had never led your ſhatter'd Fleet this way! 
And. now this God commands you out again 
Teendute knother Winter on the Main! 
Scarce Troy reſtor'd to all her Ancient State, 
Were worth the ſeeking at ſo dear a rate. 
Ceaſè then thro' ſuch vaſt Dangers to purſue 
A Place, which, but in Dreams, you never knew 
In ſeagreh of which you your beſt Years may waſte 
And come a, Stranger there, and old at laſt. 
See at your Feet a willing People lies, 
And do not offered Wealth and Powꝰr deſpiſe. 
Fix here the Reliques of unhappy Troy, 

And it in ſoft Peace, all you have ſay'd enjoy. 
But if new D Dangers your great Soul deſires, 
If thirſt of Fame your Son's young Breaſt inſpires 
You'll fr equent Trials here for Valour find, 
Our Neighbours are as rough as we are kind, 
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By your dear Father's Soul I beg your Stay, 3 
By the kind Gods who hither bleſt your Way, 8 
And by your Brother's Dart, which all obey. 
So may white Conqueſt on your Troops attend, 
And all your long Misfortunes here take end. 
do with his Vears may your Son's Hopes increaſe, 
do may Anchi ſes Aſhes reſt in Peace,. 

Some Pity let a ſuppliant Princeſs move, 

Whoſe only Fault was an exceſs of Love. 


am not ſprung from any Grecian Race, | 
None of my Blood did your lov'd Troy deface. 
Yet if your Pride think ſuch a Wife a ſhame, 8 


lll ſacrifice my Honour to my Flame, 

und meet your Love by a leſs glorious Name. 
know the Dangers of this ſtormy Coaſt, 

How many Ships have on our Shelves been loſt. 

Theſe Winds have driv'n the floating Sea- Weed io, 

That your intangl'd Veſſel cannot go. 


Do not attempt to put to Sea in vain, 
Till happier Gales have cleard your Way again, , 
Q's Truſt 


22 OVID EPISTLES. 
Truſt me to watch the calming of the dea, 
You {hall not then, the“ you deſit'd it, fry. 
Beſides your weaty Seamen Reft defite, 
And your torn Fleet new Rigging does require. 
By all I ſuffer, all I've done for you. 
Some little Reſpite to my Love allow. Tbea: 
Time and calm Thoughts may teach me how to 
That Loſs, which now alas *tis Death tb hear. 
But you reſolve to force me to my Grave, 
And are not far from all that you would have. 
Your Sword before me, whilſt I write, does lye, 
And by it, if I write in vain, I die. ' 
Already ſtain'd with many a falling Tear, 
It ſhortly ſhall another Colour wear. 
You never could an apter Preſent make, 
*T will ſoon, the Life you made uneaſie, take. 
But this poor Breaſt has felt your Wounds before, 
Slain by your Love, your Steel has tow no Pow'r. 
Dear guilty Siſter, do not you deny 
The laſt kind Office to my Memory; 


But 


But 


DIDO #@ EN EAS. 225 
But do not on my Fun ral Marble join 
Much wrong d Sicheus Sacred Name with! mine. 
«Of falſe #neas let the Stone corhplaih; - 
That Dido could not bear his fierce Diſdain, 
But by his Sword, and her own Hand was lain, 
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The ARGUMENT. 
In the War of Troy, Achilles having taken and 


ſack'd Chryneſium, 2 Town in the Lyrneſian 
Country, amongſt his other Booty, he took tus very 


fair Women, Chryſeis and Briſeis: Chryſeis he i 


Preſented to King Agamemnon, and Briſeis he 
reſerv'd for himſelf. Agamemnon after ſome time 
«as forc'dby the Oracle to reſtore Chryſeis to her 
Father, ubo was one of the Prieſts of Apollo: 
Whereupon the King by Violence tbok aw iſeis 
from Achilles; at which Achilles incenſ left the 
Camp of the Grecians, and prepared to ſail home; 
in whoſe Abſence the Trojans prevailing upon the 
Grecians, Agamemnon was compelFdto ſend U- 
lyſſes and others to offer him rich Preſents, and 
Briſeis, that he would return again tothe Army: 
But Achilles with Difdain rejected them all. 
This Letter therefore is written by Briſeis, to 
move him th«t he would receive her, and return 
to the Grecian Camp. SIT OWN 


Aptive Bri/ezs in a foreign Tongue 
| her Wrong. 
CC More by her Blots, than Words, ſets forth 
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lud yet theſe Blots, which by my Tears are made; 
bove all Words, or Writing, ſhould, perſuade; 
Subjects (I know) muſt not their Lords, accuſe z-+ 
Yet Pray'rs and Tears we lawfully may uſe. | 
When raviſh'd from your Arms, I was the Prey. 
Of Agamemnon s Arbitrary Sway; | 
grant, you muſt at laſt have left the Field, 
hut for a Lover, you too ſoon did yield; 

A Warrior's. Glory it muſt needs diſgrace, 

At the firſt Summons to yield up the Place. 
The Enemies themſelves, no leſs than I, 

Stood wond'ring at their eaſie Victory: I | 
[ aw their Lips in Whiſpers foftly move, 

ls this the Man ſo fam d for Arms, and Love? 5 
Alas! Achilles, tis not ſo we part. 
From what we loye; and what 1 is near our Heart. 
No healing Kiſſes to my Grief you gave, 

You turn'd me, off an unregarded Slave. 
Was it your Rage, that did your Love ſuppreſs? 
Ah, loye Brijeis,more, and hate Arides leſsl. 
He 


N 
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Who lets his Fury of his Love take place. 


Tygers and Wolves can fight, Love is the Teft, 


Diſtinguiſhing the Hero from the Beaſt. 
Alas! when I was from your Boſom forc'd; 
I felt my Body from my Soul divorc'd; 

A deadly Palenefs overſpread my Face; 


Sleep left my Eyes, and to my Tears gave whe | 


I tore my Hair, and did my Death decree; 


Ah! learn to part with what you love, from me. 


A bold Eſcape I often did eſſay, 

But Greeks, and Trojans too, block'd up the Way: 
Yet tho' a tender Maid could not break thro”, 
Methinks Achilles ſhould not be ſo flow: 
Achilles, once the Thunderbolt of War, 
The Hope of conqu'ringGreece,and Troy*sDeſpair, 
Me in his Rival's Arms can he behold?” 


And i is his Courage with his Love growh cold? 

Bur l confeſs, that my neglected Charm 

Did not deſerve the Conqueſt of your Arms: 
There- 


He is not born of a true Hero's Race,; 


B RIS EIS ACHILLES. 229 
Therefore the Gods did, by in eaſler Way, Wal 
Our Wrongs attone, and Dumages repay; - 
Hjax with Phayix and Ulyſſes bring 
Humble Subtmiffions from their haughty King: 
The Royal Penitent rieh Preſents ſends, | 
The ſtrongeſt Cement to piece broken Friends. 
When Pray'rs well ſeconded with Gifts ate ſent, 
Both mortal and immortal Pow'rs relent. 
Twenty bright Veſſels of Corinthian Braſs, 
Their Sculpture did the cofly Mine ſurpaſv; 
deven Chairs of State of the fame Art and Mold, 
And twice five Talents of perſuafive Gold; 
Twelve fiery Steeds of the Epirian Breed, 
Matchleſs they are for Beauty, and for Speed 
Six Lerbian Maids (but theft I well cou'd ſpare) 
Their Iſland ſack d, theſe were the Gen tal ſhate; 
And laſt a Bride, (ah! tell em I am thine) 
At your 6wh Choice out of the Royal Line: 
With theſe they offer me: But might I chaſe, 
You ſhould take me, and all their Gifts refuſe: 
But 


230 (OVID EPISTLES.. 
But me and thoſe you ſullenly reject̃; 
What have I done, to merit this Neglect? 
Is it that you, and Fortune jointly vow, | 


Whom you make Wretched, ſtill to keep them 0? 


Your Arms my Country did in Aſhes lay, 
My Houſe deſtroy, Brothers and Husband lay. 
It had been Kindneſs to have kill'd me too, 
Rather than kill me with Unkindneſs now. 


_ You loudly promis'd, tffat you would to me, 
Country, and Brothers, and a Husband be. 
And is it thus that you perform your Vow, - 
Ev'n with a Dowry to reje& me too? 

Nay, Fame reports, that with the next fair Wind, 
Leaving your Honour, Faith, and Me behind, 
You quit our Coaſts; Before that fatal Hour, 
May Thunder ſtrike me, or kind Earth devour! 
I all Things, but your Abſence can endure! 
That's a Diſcaſe, which Death muſt only cure. | 


With Vows, as faithleſs as your Mother Sea, 


i ST 


L 
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If to Achaia you will needs return, 1715 
Leaving all Greece your ſullen Rage to mourn, 
Place me but 1 in the Number of your Train, | 
And I no ſervile Office will diſdain: 
If 'm deny'd the Honour of your Bed, 
Let me at leaſt be as your Captive led: 
Rather than baniſh'd from your Family, 
will endure another Wife to ſee; 
A Wife, to make the great Æacian Line, 
Like Starry Heav'n, as numerouſly ſhine ; 
That ſo your ſpreading Progeny may prove 
Worthy of Thetis, and their Grandſire Jove. 
Let me on her an humble Hand- maid wait, 
On her, becauſe to you the does relate. 
fear (I know not why) that ſhe may be, 
Than to her other Maids, more harſh to me: 
But you ate bound to guard your Conquer'd Slave, 
And to maintain the Articles you gave: 
Yet ſhould you yield to her imperious Sway, 


i Do what you will, but turn me not away. 7 
| But 


ſo? 
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But why ſhould you depart? the King repents; 
The Grecian Army wants you in their Tents; - 
You conquer all, conquer your Paſſion too: 
Or elſe with Hector, you will Greece undo. 
Take Arms (acids) but firſt take me, 

Your juſter Rage let routed Trojans ſee. 

For me begun, for me your Anger end; 


The Fault I caus d, let me have Pow'r to mend. | 


In this to me you may with Honour yield, 
Rul'd by his Wife, Oexides took the Field. 
His Mother's ſacred Curſes him difarm'd, 


But by his Wife's more pow'rful Spells uncharm d. 


His Armour once put off, he buckles on, 
And fights and conquers for his Calidon: 

That happy Wife prevail'd, why ſhould not I? | 
But you that Title, and my. Pow'r deny: 
Title, and Pow'r, and all ambitious Strife 

Of being call d your Miſtreſs, or. your Wife, N 
I quietly lay down; but I muſt have ,. , 
This Claim allow d, to be your faithful Slave. 


W That 1 preſerve my Faith entire and chaſte, 
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|by thoſe dread, ill-cover'd Aſhes ſwear, - - 
alas their Tomb Zyrneſien Ruins are) Fr 


of my dead Spouſe, and by each ſacred Ghaſt | 
or my three Brotkers bonourably loſt, 

Who for, and with their Country bravely fell; 
by all that's awful both in Heav'n, and Hell: 

ind laſt of all by thine own Head, and mine, 
Vhom Love, tho? parted now, did ſometimes join, 


That I no foreign Love, or Pleaſure taſte: I 
That no, Aſperſion can my Honour touch: 

0! that Achilles too could ſay as much! 

Some think he mourns for me; but others ſay, 
In Loves ſoft Joys he melts his Hours away; 
That ſame new Miſtreſs with Circeas Charms 
Has lockt him up in her laſcivious Arms, 

And fo transform'd from what he was before, 


That be will fight for Greece or me no more, 

The Trumpet now to the ſoft Lute muſt yield: 

To Midnight Revels, Marches in the Field. 
He 


134 OVIDꝰ, ETS T L EC I 
He whom of. late Greece, as her Mays; ador d; 


He, on whoſe maſſie Spear, and glitt'ring Sword 
The Fates, and Death did wait, that mighty Man 
Now weilds a Busk, and brandiſhes a Fan. 


Avert it Heav'n] can he be only brave 
To waſte my Country, not his own to fade? 
And when his Arms my Family mow'd down; 
Loft he his Sting, and ſo became a Drone? 
Ah! cure theſe Fears; and let me havethe pride 
To ſee your Jav'lin fixt in Hector's Side. 
O! that the Grecians would ſend me to try, 
If I could make your ſtubborn Heart comply: + 
Few Words I'd uſe, all ſhould be Sighs, and Tears, 
And Looks, and Kiſſes, mixt with Hopes and Fears; 
My Love like Lightning thro' my Eyes ſhould fly, 
And thaw the Ice, which round your Heart doeslie: 
Sometimes my Arms about your Neck I'd throw; 
And then imbrace your Knees, and humbly bow: 
There is more Eloquence in Tears, and Kiſſes, 
Than in the ſmooth Harangues of fly Vlyſes: + 
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BRISEIS ACHILLES. 233 
That noifie Rhetorick of a twanging Tongue, 
erves but to lug the heavy Crowd along: 

But Souls with. Souls ſpeak only by the Eye; 

und at / thoſe Windows one another ſp ; 

Thus, than your Mother Sea rais d with the Wind 

More herce, Iwould compoſe your ſtormy Mind; 

ind my Love ſhining on my Tears that flow, 

ould:make'sRain-Bow, and fair Weather ſhow. | 

V areams my Love: Al! come; that] hy ys 4 

f I cath rar y Dream to Prophecy. N 

o may your Pyrrhur live to equalie 

His Grandfire's Years, his Father's Viflorits 

Let me no longer pin'd in Abſence-lye; | / 

Rather than live without you, let wie die: 

My Heagt's already cold, and Death does ſpread 

His livid Paleneſs er m lively: Red. 14 

My Life hangs * on the gender Hope, 

That your reviving Love your Rage will op. 

that ſhou'd fail, et me not linger on, 

hut let that Sword (to mine, ab! too well known) 
CECT 


236 GViD's EPISFLES : 
Me to my Brathers, and my Husband fend; | 
Your Hand began, your Hand the Work muſtend. 
But why ſuch Cruelty? come then, and fave 
Afflicted Greece, and me your humble Slave. 
How much more decently: might you imploy. 
Your ill-ſpent Rage againſt Neptanies Trey! 
Then furl your Sails, once more younAnoboracalt: 
Leave not your Country, non your blonourblatt 
But go or ſtay, with. you 1 to mo t 
Made ee ep of Wl ONS. Love. 
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238 OVID” EPISTLES. 
ThoſeLabours you with matchleſsMight &ercame, WI 
And Juno's Hate, and rais'd a Godlike Name.” 
But to young 16/e's baſe Yoke you bow: 
Euriftheus now is pleas'd, and Juno now. 

Nor will your Step-Mother be griev'd to Nut 
The Blot indelible your Fame will bear. is 
When Jove, your M other for your Birth enjoy d, 
The God, too little One, three Nights employ. 
But who'll believe the Tale? for ſuch a Son 
Might, ſurely, have been well conceiv'd in One. 
Juno ne er hurted you as Venus has, | 


Fad 


She rais'd you when ſhe purpos d to depreſs. | 
But Venus on your Neck her Foot has placd, 
And ne er was Hero more by Love diſgrac d. 
From you, the World deliver'd, holds her Peace, 
By you the Land's ſecure, and ſafe the Seas 
Both Houſes of the Sun your Merit know, 
And Heav'n does more to you than Atlas, ove 
Your Strength did once the linking Stars ſult 
And fave thoſe Orbs, where youat laſt ſhallrei 


Wi 


DEJANIRA ro HERCULES. 239: 
Without you, he on whom the Burthen lies 
Had falPn, and unſupported left the Sxcies. 
What have you done? but all your Glory ſtain'd, 
4nd loſt the Praiſe you with ſuch Peril gain'd. 

Tell me no more what Deeds you once could do, 
Nor boaſt you in the Cradle Serpens flew: © - | 
Two horrid Snakes that thento Death you wrung, 
ud prov'd the Blood divine of which you ſprung. 
te Man belies the God, your Infant Name * 


b now forgotten, and your riper Fame. 
He, who the Son of Steneltus ſubdu d 


And tatn'd the felleſt Monſters of the Wood. 
Who long did Juno's Hate undaunted prove, 
He, to whom all things yielded, yields to Love. 
What then? the Thund' rer was your Sire, ris faid, 
And higbly I am honour'd by your Bed. 
But as the Plough an equal Yoke requires, {4 
So Hymen's Torch ſhould burn with We Fires 
And higher if my Husband's in Degree, 

What do! gain? his Greatneſs leſſens me. 5 
R3 The 


290 \ OVID EPISTLES. 
The worſe in this, a Wife thus wetldedifares; 
And not an Honour, but a Burthen beam 
Tho? the Name flatters, and the Brightneſs glares. 
She that weds well, will wiſely match her Love, 
Not be below her Husband, nor above. 
My Lord ſo ſeldom in my Houſe Iſee, 
A Stranger I ſhould know as well as he. 
To War with dreadful Monſters he delights, 
And with the Fierceſt of the Foreſt fights. 
While I a Widow's Life in Wedlock lead, 
And mourn with fruitleſs Tears my injur'd Bed, 
Oft my chaſt Vows for him to Heav'n I pay, 
The Dangers to avert, my Fears diſplay. - |- 
That ever you with Conqueſt may be crown'd, 
For your Defeat 1s mine, and mine your Wound. 
My Fancy ſtill preſents you to my Mind, | 
Amid your Foes of ev'ry Savage kind: 
The Dragon's forky Tongue methinks | view, 
And the Boar's Tusk, and Lion's Claw in you. 
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DEJANIRA tf HERCULES. aqt 
The worrying Dogs with freering Blood I Ter, 
And. intertept the Death, and bleed for thee. 
I! Omens from my ſlaughter d Victims riſe, 5 


No Flames of od'rbus Incenſe upwutd Hlies, 
But the choak'd Fire, as ſoon as kindled, dies. 
Foreboding Dreams my anxious Soul affright, 
And mide are all the Horrors of the Night. 
Much I enquire, impatient of your Fate, 
What None, or but wich doubtful. Truſt, relate. 
hope, I fear, and with alternate Pain; | 

At once for. Thee che double Cure ſuſtan. 
Your, Mother abſent fetls. the ſame Alarm, | 


Repents the Fortune of het envy'd Gitarmb, - 
That e'er they pleas d i Godz and bleſt his Ar. d 
Mes all as @ fotfaket Widow ſnun n 
Nor is Anpiprrius here, nor is Four 300 | 
No War but with Zary/tbess now you wary 
The Miniſter of Jusos, teſiteſs Rage 
Your Dangets and ybur Toils ſhe. {till renews, 
drill your dear Life With eruel Hate purſues, 
K+. 8 


2 OVIDYEYIST LEA 
If of your Foreign Loves I ſhould complain 


You'd laugh at my Laments, and mock my Pain. hi 
Each Maid you meet to your Embrace yau take, W Wh 
And each that you enjoy a Mother make. And 
Shall I Parthenian Auges Rape relate, Te | 
Or what by Force was Aſtydamie's Fate? And 
You'll never bluſh to hear your broken Vows, Such 
Nor think you err'd in wronging Theutra's Houſe, ¶ To 


Where fifty Siſters in one Night you knew; 
But what are fifty ruin'd Nymphs to you? 
Another ſuch Offence Pve lately known, 

And Lamus by your Luſt is made my Son; 
His Stepdame I, and o' er the Zyb;en Plains 
My Rival, his abandon'd Mother, reigns. 
And where thro* flowry Vales Maander glides 
Wich winding Waves, and turns with refluent 
Has Hercules been ſeen in ſhameful Guiſe, U 19es, 
Ill ſuiting him, whoſe Shoulders bore the Skies; 
With Bracelets deck'd, and other Female . 

Which wanton Damſels at their Reyels wear.” 


Bright 


DEJANIRA # HERCULES. 243 
Bright Chains of Gold around thaſe Arms they 
Which in Nemeas Woods the Lion flew, Li 
Whoſe Skin, a glorious Robe, he proudly ware, 
And on his Back the dreadful Trophy bore. 
Tee his rude Locks with gaudy Ribbans bound, 
And purple Veſts his manly Limbs ſurrqund; . 
Such as the ſoft Mæonian Virgins wear, 

Ta catch in Silken Folds the flowing Air. 

Now Horror in your Mind his Image breeds, 
Who fed with human Fleſh his pamper'd Steeds. 
His Conqu'ror had Bu/iris thus beheld,  - /- 
He'd doubt his Fall; and ſtill diſpute the Field. 
Theſe Toys, Antexs from your Neck would tear, 
Aſham'd his Victor ſhould ſuch Trinklets wear. 
Tis ſaid, you with Zonzan Girls are ſeen, 
In baſe Attendance on their haughty Queen. F 
That Baskets in your Hands like them you bear, 
And the vain Menace of your Miſtreſs fear. | 
For ſhame ; were choſe Victorious Hands deſign'd 
For Women's Service? or to free Mankind? 
_. 


143 O'VID's can 140. 
How, think you, to the wond wing World 'rwit ii, 
That at Cotnthand you turn the Spindle Tü * 
YourWork®s ſet out, your Miſtreſs you muſt peilt, 
And your Toils dwindle to ſuch Tasks as "theſe. 
But your rough Fingers break the lender They, 
And from the Fair a Drubbing oft you dread. 
Now eat her Feet, methinks, I ſee you lye, 
While the looks from you with an angry Bye. 
To plead for Pity, you your Error own, 
 Andbrag;it your Excuſe, what Deeds you've dont 
How, when a Child, two Serpents. you o'ercame, 
And then the Zrymanthran Boat did tam. 
The Heads that were on Thracias Gates affix'd, 
And what to them you did, you vaunt of nett 
Of Diomedes, and his Mares, you boaſt, 
Of your fam'd Conqueſts on th* 74zrj4% Colt. 
Of Gerion's Herd, and Cerberus, you tell, ug 


And the dread Wonders you perform'di in Hell 
How thrite ieh both reviv'd, and chries the 


J 


DEJANIK'A ow HERCULES. agg 
How the huge Giant, by a fierce Embrace. | - 
You grip'd to Death, and kil'd with « Careſs, ; 
How the ſwift Horſes that out-flew the Wind 
by you were left in Race, and lig'd behind. 

You put em vn Thefadeun Hills to flight. 
Nor you their Speed, hor double Forms affright. 
But ill by you are ſuch high Things expreſt, | 

A Suppliant, like Sonia Harlots dreſt. 
Your Tongue might-by your Figure well be ty'd, 
And you, for ſhame; the Tale you tell her hide. 

Nor can all this alone preſerve her Smiles, | 
She wears your Arms, and Triumphs with your 
Go, boaſt your glorious Acts, while all nate 


Your differing Garbs will gueſs you both tobe, 
Thou the ſoft Hurlot, and the Hero ſhe, 

As greater you than all your Conqueſts are, 
The leſs you to your Gonqu'ror can compare: 
And as you can't your lewd Deſires ſubdue, 
The mightier Sie, who maſters them and yon, 
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246 OI D/ EPISTL/ES, |. 
To her the Glory of your Deeds redounds, + 
And Fame her Pow'r with your Diſgrace'reſounds. 
The Victor's Praiſe, the Laurel Wreath, reſign, 
Thoſe Songs and Trophies are no longer thine. 
She Heirs them all, eternal Shame to ſee 
That Skin on her, which ſuited none but the. 
And the rude Robe that thou with Pride haſtworn I o: 
Her feeble Limbs enfold, and fink to Scorni” WM is i 
Theſe Spoils, miſtaken Man, are not her: Aim, 
| Thy Self's her Triumph, and her Spoils thy Fame, 
Buy her the Merit of thy Might's ſuppreſt, » 
Her Conqueſt was thy ſelf, and thine, a Beaſt, 
She leaves the laden Reel, and learns the Uſe" 
Of Arrows poiſon'd with Lernean Juice. 
She, who can ſcarce theflying Wheel command, 
And turn the Spindle with her trembling Hand, 
Now teaches it the maſſy Club to wield, - 
Which tam'd the fierceſt Monſters of the Field. 
This with Delight ſhe in her Mirror views, 
Fights o'er thy Fights, and all thy Foes ſubdues. 
3 | Haply 
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BE DEJANIA'” HERCULES. 247: 
Haply Report, tho loud it ſpeaks, may err; 2.2 
Yet tell of others Truth, if not of her. 
[ſce of others what of her I heart. 
And that my Rage provokes, as this my Fear. 
Foreign Wanton's to the City brought, 
And to be falſe, with thee's no more a Fault. | 
No more ſollicitaus thy Shame to hide, 
As if to publiſn it thou took'ſt a Pride, 
As if to Triumph here thou ſent'ſt the Slave, 
To ſhew thy Folly, and my Fury brave. 
Unbiddan; is ſhe like a Suppliant een. 
With Hair neglected, and an humble Mien? 
dhe ſtrives not to conceal her Captive State, 
And ill her Front erect becomes her Fate. 
In Gold ſhe ſhines, her gay Attire's the ſame 
As when you deign to act the Phrygian Dame. 
Who can believe, ſo high ſhe holds her Head. 
That you're a,Conquror, or her Father dead? 
Theſe weepingRAyes your perjur d Vows can prove, 
And her bold: Pride confirms my ſlighted Love. 

* 1 Perhaps 


24 OVID” EPISTUEsS. 
Perhaps you H drive me from your Bed aud Houſe, 
And of a Miſtreſs make the Slave your Spouſe. 
A noble Match will be, ſhould Hymew join 
Her Infamy in equal Bonds with thine. 

The God muſt, fore, to light his Torch be glad, 
The Wife a Captive, and the Husband mad; 
I cannot bear the Thought, it turns my Brains, 
Strikes to my Heart, and freezes all my Veins. 
Me once you low d, and guiltleſs was your Flame, 
With double Conqueſt to your Arms I came, 
And crown'd not more your Paſſion than 1 
Shorn of his Horns Achelour hides his Head, 
And vanquiſt'& plunges in his ſlimy Bed. 
Neſſus from thee receives the deadly Wound; 
Andfallingfoams with Rage, and bites the Ground. 
From the Man- Heaſt a purple Deluge flowid, 
And ſtain'd Bwenus with his fireaming Blood. 
Why de I write theſe vain Complaints to thee, 
Ev'n now T hear thou dyfſt, and dyn by me? 
Mine was the paifon'd Robe my Ffusband wers, 
Whoſe hidden Fire his cracking Sinews tears. 
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PE JANIRA «i HERQULES. „„ 
ok hat have I done ? What Frenzy had poſſeſt 
W's Mind, and more tan Lomo enflam ny Brea 

Lifeleſs my Lord on/Qeta's Top may lye, 7 ie? 
ind yet, ah Wreteh l doſt doubt if thou ſhould ii 
Vilt thou thy Guilt, and him, alas! ſurvive ?? 
Hs Widow wilt thou, and his Murd'rer, hve: 
No, n&*ep will 1 appear ſo fond of Life, . 
r new Lill deſerv d to 1 "WA 
Vat Meveagews Siſter ought TE de | 
uud both their Stops with —— f, 
Nor Siſder will they-then, nor Wife den), dies | 
ind yet, ah Wreteh l doſt doubt if thou ee 
Unhappy Houſe, to ſudden Ruin doom'd, 

To Exile ſome are ſent, and ſome entomb d. 
3 e 
d old Orneus mourns a baniſid Son. 10 K 
| cre in devouring Flames another fries, eh ; 
d my dear Mother there Set. murder d hes. Ly 
one now of all their Race is left, but I Ter 41 * kt 
nd yet, ah Wretch! doſt doubt-if thou ou 
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ww GVIDVY EPISTLES.*: 
By all that ever to my Soul was der. 
By Hymen'sfacred Rites and Joys, I ſwear; | 
No Miſchief was to thee, believe me, meant; 
Iknew no Poiſon when the Shirt I ſent. 
From Weakneſs only, not Deſign, it came, 
In hopes to light afreſh thy languid Flame. 
When Neſu fell, the fraudful Villain ſwore 
A wondrous Charm was in his flowing Glas: 
That *twould to ev? Ty thing it. touch'd i . 
A Virtue; to reclaim a wand' ring Heart: 2 
On thine I thought its latent Pow?r to 3 
And not in Malice dipt the Robey but . 
A latent Pow! r it bad, ah curſt Deceit! 

That Pow'r was Poiſon, and the Charm was Fate 
On whom didſt thou its fatal Magick try? raje? 
And yet ah, Wretch! doſt doubt if thou ſhould'ſt 
Adieu, my Father, Country, Friends; Adien 
The Light that with theſe dying Eyes I view: 
I fly, my Hercules to thee I ff 
Life ebbs apace, and I with Pleaſure die. 
Deianir 
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d with your former Life does ill ape. + 4 
ntinual Actions, nor yet Funo's Hate, 

der hurt whom tile does Captivate: - Mt! 
wyſthens this, this did 'Fove's Wife deſign, 
augh at your Weakneſs; and theſe Tears of mine; 
ut Jupiter hop'd better Things, uen le 
0 make this Hero, made one Night of three. 
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252 OvID EPISTLES. : 
Venus has hurt you more by her ſoft Charms, © 


B 
Than angry: Juto that Imploys your Armgz 7 
She by depreſſing you, rais'd you the more, T 
The ather treads. on you; whom you adore. A 


You' ve freed the World from Trauhlan of Man- 


All.chiqgs (ybir ta, your Herojck Mind; 299% 
You make the Seas ſeguxe; tha have reſt, 
Your mighty: Name. fils both the Haſt and Weſ. 
Heav'n, that muſt bear you, yqu did bear beer, 
When weary Atlas did your Aid implore. _ 

Yet for allthis, the greater is your Shame, . . 
If wich mean Acts you ſtain your glorious Name. 
You kill'& we Serpents, with your. Infant Hand 
Which thendeferv'd Faxe's Scepter to command, 
Your laſt Deeds, differ from your firſt pyccels, 
The Infant makes the, Man PREM. the leſs £15... 

No ſavage Begfts,, nor fiercer Enemies,” 
Cou'dconquer himwbom L ve does no ait 
Some think my Marriage a great Happineſs, 


Being Fove's Daughter, Wife of Hercules; 
a Bu 


bay your Glory at tot deaf u Räte. 
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But & Extfrenbg 89 very if agttes; 
The Greatnefz 6f my Baa Rfferif me? 

This ſo&tvifig Hoticif gives 4 thorrd Wont: 
Among our Equils Hippmeſ'is found :: 
At Herbe i quiet they thilf Lives end,: 
Tethits, unt Wats, do all Ns Hours fnploy: 
This Abſchee makes e {6 utifortitiats; 


| weary Hedwn with Vows att er 
Leſt you M6uld fall by Bas, or Ené mes. 
When you affault z Eion; of wild Boar; 
You hazard much, but ANT hazard more. 


Strange Dreams and Vifions ſet before mine Eyes 


The Dangers that attend your Victoties. 
Unhappy Ito vain Reports give Ear, | 
Then vainty hope} andchien'as vuinly four. 
Your abſent Mocher bluthes the ples , 
Amphyt» is abſent,- aul the Son you 10%. 


I ſee Eanybcur has contriv'd your Fate, 
And will make uſe of Jaws reſtleſs Fate: 
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„  OVID's EPISTLES. 
This I could bear, did you love none ene. 
But you are Amorous of all you ſee. | 
Vet Omphale does now inrage mesh! Nik! 
Than all the Beauties you admir'd. before. | 
Meanders Streams have ſeen thoſe Shoulders wear 
RichChains,thatHeay' nas a ſmall Weight did bear. 
But were you not aſhamed to behold , (God, 
Thoſe Arms weigh'd down with Jewels, and with 
That made the fierce-Nemeas Lion die, 
And wore his Skin to ſhew the V ictory? 1241 
When like a Woman you did dreſs your Hair, 
Lawrel had been for you a fitter wear. 
As wanton Maids, you thought it was no Shame 
To wear a Saſh, to pleaſe your haughty Dame. 


Fierce Diamedes was not in your Mind. Theſ 
That fed his bloody Horſes with Mankind: 80 ſo 
Did but Buſſris ſee this ſtrange Diſguiſe, Your 
The Conquer'd wou'd the Conqueror deſpiſe. Andr 
| Anteus wou'd retrieve his Captive State, dhe u 
And ſcorn a Victor ſo effeminate, | | Andi 


Among 
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Among the Grecien Virgins you fit down, 
And ſpin, and tremble at a Woman's Frown. 
A Diſtaff, not a Scepter fills that Hand. 
That Conquer d all things, and did all Command. 
Then in her Preſence you do trembling ſtand, 
And fear a Blow as Death, from her nnd | 
And to regain her Fayour, you reveal 3h 
Thoſe glorious Actions you ſhou'd then mn 
How you. that ſtrange and fruitful Serpent ſlew, ' 
That by his Wounds more fierce and ſtronger grew. 
How when you fought, you never loſt the Field, 
But made great Kings and cruel Monſters yield. 
And can you boaſt or think of Things ſo great, 7 
Now you wear Silks, and are with Jewels ſet? * 
Theſe Actions and that Garb do diſag re, 
$ ſoft a Dreſs does give your Tongue the Lie. 
Your Miſtreſs too puts on ybur conqu'ring Arm, 
nnd makes you ſtoop to her more pow ful Charme. | 
dhe wears your Robes to ſniew her Victory, | 
And is, what you once thought your ſelf to be. 
ol _ „ Vour 


256 OVIDY PPISTUBRS | 17 
Your glorious Conqueſt, and Illaſtrious Fame, 
Give her Renawn, but yau eternal Shame, 

All is to her, by whom you're canquer?d, dus: 
Go how and brag of what remains to you. 

Ist nat a Shame that her foft Arms ſhould bear 
The Lion's rugged Skin you once did wear? 
The Spoils are not the Lion's but-your own, 
The Beaſt you Conquer d, you the overcame. 
She takes your Club into her feeble Hand, 
And in her Glaſs the learns how to command, 
All this I heard: yet I coy'd not believe 
The ſad Report, which cauſes me to grieve, 
Yaur Hale is brought before my Face, 

I muſt be Witneſs of my own Diſgrace. 

Whilſt I refle& on my unhappy Fate, 

'She makes her Entry. in the Town in State. 
Nat as a Captiye. with her Hair unbound, ' 
Nar her dejected Eyes ft on the Ground 
But cover d o'er with Jewels and with Gold, 

As Phryg:a once did Herculet behold; 


And 


DEIANIRN % HERUOULE Ss. irs 
And Mutes an With as meh Majeſty} - 
As if her Father trad the Vieteryo - 
perhaps t6 leave me i defign'd/by'you,. 
True t6 Voir Miſtreſs, b ybur Wife untrue. 
You'll be divore'd front me; and marry ter; | 
The Conquer's muſt 6bey the Oonqueror, 
This Feat tormenmts me more than all the teſt j 
And as 4 Bagger woundò chy troubted Breaſt. 
| kneW tñe time Hen you did Tore me more, 
Than any ſhe whom you -dornow'adbrec.. 
But oh! as Fam writing, the News flies, 
That by a poiſon'd Shirr- my Husband dies. 
What have I done, whither has EH drove me? 

Is Love the Author of fuch Grueley? Fi n 
Shall my det Herruler endure this Pain; 
And I, th unhappy Canſfe; alive remain? 
My Title to him, by my Death I'll prove, 
And ſurely Death's an Argument of Love. 
Meleager will a Siſter find in me: 
Shall Deianira be afraid to die? 
S 4 
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Unhappy Houſe! Uſurpers fill the Throne, 


Whilſt the true Sowraign is eſteem'd by none. 
One Brother waſtes his Life in. foreigu Lands, 6 
The other periſh'd by his Mother's Hands, * 


Who on her ſelf reveng d the Crime: Then why 
Should Deianira be afraid to dies? i 
Only this Thing I beg with my laſt Breath, 

Not to believe that I deſign'd your Death. 
As ſoon as you ſtruck: Neſſuc with your Dart, 
His Blood, he ſaid, would Charm Lm 
In it I dipt the Shirt, twas but to try: 
O Deianira make, make haſte to die: 
Adieu my Father, Siſter too adieu. 
Adieu my Country, and my Brother too! 
Farewel this Light, the laſt that I ſhall . bf 
Hyllus 1 = Dear I come to thee. . 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Acontius, in the Temple of Diana at Delos, 
mous for the Reſort of thit moſt Beauti 
gins of all Greece) fell in Love with Cydi 
2 Lady of Quality much above his own; not 25 
ring therefore to Court her openly, he Aren fia 
Device to obtain her: He writes upon the 
Apple that could be P'S 2 cn. ＋ 
0 l „ 


«1 ſwear by Chaſte Desde 1 will „„ 
In ſacred Wedlock ever join'd to thee! rg 


and throws it at the Feet "of the Young Age 
She {it fpetfing' not the Deceit takes it up. 

reads it, therein zee iſes ber [elf in x rg 
riage to Acontius; there being 4 Law t bete in 
force, that \whatever any Per fon. ſhould Swear 
in the Temple of 8 of Delos, ſhould: ſtand 
gobd, and be inviolably obſer d. But ben Fas 
= ther not knowing what had paſt, and having 
a not 
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not long after promiſed her to another, juſt as the 
Solemnities of Mariage were to be perform d, 
ſhe was taken with a ſudden and violent Feaver, 
which Acontius endeavours to per ſuade ber was 
ſent from Diana, as a Puniſhment of the Brearh 
of the Vow mad in her PreſMite. And this, | 
with the reft of the Arguments, ubiclros furt 
an Occaſion wonld octur to 4 Lover, is the Sub- 


Jett of the following Epiſtle. | 


Fad boldly this; here you thall wear no tiibre, 
For that's enough which you have ſwotnbe- 
Read it; ſo may that violent Diſeaſe, & 880 
Which thy dear Body, but my Soul doth feiſe, 
Forget its too long pratis'd Cruelty, | # 
And Health to you reſtore, and you to ne. 
Why do yon bluſh? for bluſh you do, I fear, 
As when you firft did in the Temple ſwear: . 
Truth to your plighted Faith is all T claim; 

And Truth can never be the Cauſe of Shame. 
Shame lives with Guilt, dut you your Virtue prove 
In fav'ting mine, for mine's a Husband's Love. 


4 


Ah! 
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Ah! to your (elf thoſe binding Words repeat 

That once your Wiſhing Eyes ev 'n long d — 
Ven th* Apple brought em dancing to your 
There you will find the folemn Vow you made, 
vhich, if your Health, or mine, can ought perſuade, 
You to perform ſhould rather mindful be, 

Than great Diana to revenge on thee. 
My Fears for you increaſe with my Deſwe, 
and Hope blows that already raging Fire. 
for Hope you gave; nor can you this deny, 
for the great Goddeſs of the Fane was byz. . 
he was, and heard, and from her ballow'd Shrine 

A ſudden kind auſpicious Light did ſhine; 

Her Statue ſeery'd to nod its awful Head, 

And give its glad Conſent to what you aid. | 
Now, if you pleaſe, accuſe my proſp'rous Cheat, 
Yet ſtill confeſs *twas Love that taught me it. 

ln that Deceit what did þ elſe deſign, 

But with your own Conſent to make you mine? 


H 


What 
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What you my. Crime, I call my caps 1.41 
Since Loving you has been my ſole Offener. 
Nor Nature gave me, nor has Practice n One 
The Nets with which young Virgins, Hearts are Tall 
You my Accuſer taught me to deceive, [canghy. 

And Love, with you, did'his Aſſiſtance give; 


For Love ſtood by, and ſmiling bad me write | 


The cunning Words he did himſelf indite;; / | 
Again, you ſee I write by his Command, 
He guides my Pen, and rules my willing Fand; 
Again ſuch kind, ſuch loving Words 1 W * 


As makes me fear that I again offend: 


Vet if my Love's my Crime, "POR ee 10 


** 


Oh that I thus might ever guilty prove, 
In finding out new Paths to reach thy Love 


Great is my Guilt, but never ſhall be leſs: 


. 


A thouſand Ways to that ſteep Mountain lead, 
Tho? hard to find, and difficult to tred. 
All theſe will I find out, and break through all, 
For which, my Flames compar d „the Danger's ſmall, 


The 
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The Gods alone know what the End will bow 
Yet if we Mortals any Thing fajeſee, ... _ 
One way or other you muſt yield to me. I's of 
Fall my Arts.ſhould, fail, ro Arms TI HIV, 
you ay Pray'rsdeny: 
ll thoſe Hotrmights:APragptial Fils BH“ 
Who firſt have led me this illuſtrions Road. of 
ioo H but hold, Death the Reward hs 
Death be it then —— pho; fs 15 . 
for to loſe you is more than Death to me. 
Were you leſs fair, Ed uſe, the vulgar Way, .. 
Of tedious Courtſhip, and of dull, Delay:., 
But thy bright Form kindles more eager | Fin "Sk | 
And ſomething wondrous, as it ſelf; are > | 
Thoſe Eyes that all the Heav'nly Lights out- ſhine, Ra | 
(Which Oh! may ſt thou behold, and love in mins) © - 
Thoſe ſnowy Arms, which on my Neck ſhould fall. 
it you the Vows you made, regard at all 3 
That modeſt Sweetneſs, and becoming Grace, { 
That * with living Red your bluſhing Face; 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe Feet, with which they orly clin compute 
That through the Sitver Flood bright T 5645s bar 
Do all conſpire my Madneſs to extite, 
With all the reft that is denyd to Sight. 
Which conld 1 praiſe alike, F then were beſt; 
And all the Storms: of my ver d Soul at reſt 
No wonder ther if with ſuch Beatty firs; © 
Lof your Love the facred Fledge defit'd. 
Rage now, and be as angry as you will, 
Your very Frowns alf other Smiles excel 
But give me leave that Anger to appeaſe 
By my Submiſſton, that my Love did raiſe. 
Your Pardon proftrate at your Feet PII crave; 
The humble Poſture of your guilty Slave 
With falling Fears your fiery Rage III cool," 
Andd lay the'rifingFempeſt of ybur Soul 
Why in my Abſenee are you chu ſevere? 2idel 
Summon'd-at'your Tribunal to appear, 
For all my Crimes, VE gladly ſuffer there, 

Witt 
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With Prige whatever you inflict receive, Foive. 
And love the Wounds thaſe Hands vouchſafe co 
Your Fetters tqo Hut they alas are vain, : 
for Love has bound me, and I hug my. Chain 
Your bardeſt Laws with Patience D abey,, 
Till yau; vou ſelt at laſt relent, and ſay, 

When all my Sufrings you. with Pitz ſee, 

He that can laue. ſo uli. is. unt iii me. 1 
But if all this hould;unſuceeſsful ptovre. 
Diana claims, far me your pramis'd Love. 

0 may m Fears be falſe! yet the delights . | 
In juſt Revenge of her abuſed Rites, 

[ dreag to hide, what yet to ſpeak I dread, , 

Leſt you ſhould, think that for my ſelf I "gt 
Yet out. it muſt, —Tis this,” Tis ſurely this. 

That 1 is the Fuel to yaur hot Diſeaſ : 
When waiting, Hymen at your Porch attends, .. 
Her fatal Meſſenger the Goddeſs ſends. _. 
and when you yould to his kind Call conſent, 
This Feaver does your Perjury prevent. 

| Forbear, 


v 
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Forbear, forbear thus to provoke her More 
Which you ſo eaſily may yet aſſwage. 
Forbear to make that lovely, charming Pace, 
The Prey to ev'ry envious Diſeaſe: + - - 
Preſerve thoſe Looks to be enjoy'd by me, - 
Which none ſhou'd ever but with Wonder ſee: 
Let that freſh Colour to your Cheeks return, 
Whoſe glooming Flame did all Beholders 'burn. 
But let on him, th'unhappy Cauſe of all 
The Ills that from Diana's Anger fall, 


No greater Torments light, than thoſe-I feel, 


When you my deareſt, tend'reſt part are ill. 
For oh! with what dire Tortures am I rackr, 
Whom different Griefs ſucceſſively diſtract! 
Sometimes my Grief from this does higher grow, 


To think that I have caus'd ſo much to your” F T 


Then great Dianas Witneſs, how L pray, | 
That all our Crimes on me alone ſhe'd lay: 
Sometimes to your low d Doors diſguis d come, 


f 


And all around 'em up and down I roam. 


Till. 


ACONTIUS #@ CY DIPPE. 267. 
Till I your Woman coming from you ſpy; .. 
With Looks dejected, and a weeping Eye. 
Wich filent Steps, like ſome ſad Ghoſt] — Py 
Cloſe up to her, and urge her to reveal $ 
More than new Queſtions ſuffer her to tell: 

How you had ſlept, what Diet you had us de 
And oft the vain Phyſician's Art accug'd., | 

He ev'ry Hour (Oh, were I bleſt as he!) 
Does all the turns of your Diſtemper ſee; | 
Why fit not I by your Bed-ſide all Day, 

My mournful Head in your warm Baſom Wn, | 
Till with my Tears the inward Fires decay? 
Why preſs not I your melting Hand in mine, 

And from your Pulſe of my own Health divine? 
But oh! theſe. Wiſhes all are vain; an and he. 

Whom mot I fear. may now. ſit cloſe by — 


forgetful as thou art of Heay' n. and e. 1 
He that loy'd Hand does preſs, and oft does feign 
Some new. Excuſe io feel thy beating Vein, 


F 
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Then his bold Hand up to your Arm Ades ſlide, 
And in your panting Breaſt it ſelf does hide; 


Kiſſes ſometimes he ſnatches too from thee, | 4 * 
For his officious Care too great a Fee. 4 4 
Robber, who gave thee Leave to taſte that Lip, WW « ” 
And the ripe Harveſt of my Kiſſes reap? « T 
For they are mine, ſo is that Boſom too, « N 
Which, falſe as tis, ſhall never harbour you. MW F 


Take, take away thoſe thy Adult'rous Hands, Som 


For know, another Lord that Breaſt commands. M And 
Tis true, her Fatlier promis'd her to thee, You 
But Heav n and ſhe firſt gave her ſelf to mie. tun 
And you in Juſtice therefore ſhould decline Why 
Your Claim to that which is already mine. Who 
This is the Man, Cydippe, that excites Oh! 
Diana's Rage, to vinqcate her Rites. And 
Command him then not to approach thy Door, N Tell 
This done, the Danger of your Death is o'er. ¶ I fixt 
For fear not, beauteous Maid, but keep thy Von How 
Which great Diana heard, and did allow, hilt 


And 
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And the who took it, will thy Health reſtore, 
And be propitious as ſhe was before. 
Nis not the Stream of a ſlain Heifer- s. Blood; 
That can allay the Anger of a Gd. 

« *Tis Truth, and Juſtice to your Vows, appeaſe | 
Their angry Deities, and without theſe 
No flaughter'd Beaſt their Fury can divert ; | 
For that's a Sacrifice without a Heart. 
dome, bitter Potions patiently endure, Cure. 
And kiſs the wounding Launce that works their 
You have no need theſe cruel Cures to feel, 
Shun being perjur'd only, and be well! 

Why let you ſtill your pious Parents weeps - 
Whom you in Ign'rance of your Promiſe keep? 
Oh! to your Mother all our Story tell, 4 

And the whole Progreſs of our Love reveal 3 

Tell her how firſt at great Diana 8 Shrine 

| fixt my Eyes, my wond'ring Eyes, on chine; 
How like the Statues there Iſtood amaz'd, 


Whilſt on thy Face intewp'rately 1 gad. 
TP z She 
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She will her ſelf, when you my Tale repeat, 
Smile, and approve the amorous Deceit. 
Marry, ſhe'll fay, whom Heav'n commends to 
He who has pleas'd Diana, pleaſes me. (thee, 
But ſhould ſhe ask from what Deſcent I came, 
My Country, and my Parents, and my Name, 
Tell her that none of theſe deſerve my Shame: 3 
Had you not ſworn, you ſuch a one might chuſe; 
But were he worſe, now ſworn, you can't refuſe. 
This in my Dreams Diana bid me write, 
And. when I wak'd ſent Cupid to indite: 

Obey em both, for one has wounded me, 0 


Alt] 


Which Wound if you with Eyes of Pity ſee, 
She too will ſoon relent that wourided thee. 
Then to our Joys with eager Haſte we'll move, 
As full of Beauty you, as I of Love. 
To the great Temple we'll in Triumph go, 
And with our Of rings at the Altar bow. 
A Golden Image there Ii conſecrate 

Of the falſe Apples innocent Deceit 5 - 

7 
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And write below the happy Verſe, that came 
The Meſſenger of my ſucceſsful Fame; 

Let all the World this from Acontius know, 

« Cydippe has been faithful to her Vow. 

More I could write, but ſince thy Illneſs reigns, 
And wrecksthy tender Limbs with ſharpeſt Pains, 
My Pen falls down for fear, leſt this might be, 
Altho' for me too little, yer too much for thee. 


[272] 
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T* ſilent Fear I read yo op Letter o'er; 
Leſt I ſhou'd Swearz 25 L. had done before 
Nor had I read, but that 1 fear d t'engage | 
By my Neglect the peeviſh' Goddeſs Rage: 
In vain I deck her Shrine, her Ries atiepd, 
The partial Goddeſs ſtill remains Jour 3 
A Virgin rather ſhou'd a Virgin aid; 

But where I ſeek Relief I am betray'd! 

T languiſh, and the Cauſe of my Diſeaſe 


As yet lies hid, no Med cine gives me Eaſe. 


In 


1 
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ln how much Pain do I this Letter write! | 
To my weak Hand my ſicklier Thoughts indite: 
What anxious Fear alas afflits me too, 

Leſt any but my truſty Nurſe ſhou'd know! 

To gain me Time to write, the Door ſhe keeps, 

And whiſp'ring tells the Viſitants,, She Sleeps. 

Worſe Ills I could not for your ſake ſuſtain, 

Tho? you had Merit equal to my Pain. 

Your Love betrays, my Beauty proves my Snare, 

| had been happy had I ſeem'd leſs Fair: 

Whilſt with your Rival you contend to raiſe 

My Beauty s Fame, 1 periſh by your Praiſe : 

Whilſt neither will admit the others Claim, | | 

The Chaſe i is hinder” d, and both miſs the Game. 
My Nuptial Day draws on, my Parents preſs | 

The Sacred Rites, my blooming Years no leſs. 45 


But whilſt glad men at my Door attends, | 
Grim Death waits near to force me from his Hands. 


Some call my Sickneſs Chance, and ſome pretend _ 


The Gods this Lett. to croſs my Nuptials ſend; 
RN "Whit 
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Whilſt by ſeverer Cenſure you are gueſt, _ 
By Philtra's to have wrought upon my Breaſt. 
If then your Love ſuch Miſchief can create, 
What Mis'ry is reſerv'd for her you Hate! 

: 'Wou'd I to Delos ne'er had found the Wey, 
At leaſt not found it on that fatal Day! 
When in our Port our Anchors firſt we weigh'd, 
Th' unwilling Veſſel ftill i th Harbour ſtay'd; 
Twice A. inds beat back our flaggingSails 


Said I, Winds? no, thoſe were proſp _ 
Thoſe Windgalone blew fair, that back convey 4 
Our Ship, and hoſe that oft our Paſſage ys. 

Vet ! to ſee fam'd Delos am in Pain, 

And fondly of each hind'ring Blaſt complain. 

By Tenor Iſle, and Mycon we ſteer'd, 

At laſt fair Delas winding Clifts appear'd ; 

And much I fear leſt now the Fairy Shore 

Shou'd Vaniſh, as tis ſaid. t have done before. 

At Night we Land ; ſoon as the Day return'd 

My platted Treſſes are with Gems adorn'd. 
Then 
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Then to attend the ſacred Rites we go. 
And pious lnheenſe on each Altar throw. 
My Parents there at their Devotion ſtaꝛ 
My Nurſe and I through all the Temple ſtray: 
we view each Court, and each freſh Wonder 
Pictures, and Statues, Gifts of ancient N. 
But whilſt into theſe Rarities I pry'd, 
lam my ſelf by ly Arontins ſpy'd. 
ils, Thence'to the inmoſt Temple we remove, 
us The Place that ſhould a Sanctuary prove. 
7d Yet there 1 find the Apple with this Rlime 
L Ahl the, I'd like to have Sworn the ſecond time! 
The Name of Wedlock I no ſooner read 
But thro? my Cheeks a troubled Bluſh was ſpread. 
Why didſt thou cheat an unfuſpeRing Maid? 
| ſhou'd have been intreated,;'not betray'd: 

Is then the Goddeſs bound to take thy Plrt? 
And ratifie an Oith without the Heart? 
The Will conſents,” but that was abſent: there; | 

I read: indeed the Oath, but did not fwear. 


en Vet 
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Yet cannot I deny 1 that I ſuſpet _ 
Diana's Rage this Sickneſs does inflict; | 
Glad Hymen thrice did to our Courts repair, Wit 
Thrice frighted fled to find Death planted there. 
Thin Cov'rings on my Feav'riſh Limbs are ſpread, v 
My Parents mourn me as already Dead. 


Yet 
What have I done to merit this Diflreſs, _ wy 
Reading but Words whoſe Fraud Icou'd not gueſs! The 


Do thou, ev'n thou from whom my Suff rings ſpring, My: 
T'appeaſe the Goddeſs Rage thine Off rings bring. 
When will thoſe Hands, that writ the fatal Rhime, 
Bear Incenſe to remove my Pain, thy Crime! 
Nor think that thy rich Riyal, tho? allow'd 
To viſit, is of greater Favours proud. 
By me he ſits, but ſtill juſt Diſtance keeps, 
Reſtleſs as I, talks ſeldom, often weeps : 
Bluſhing he takes a Kiſs, and leaves a Tear, 
And once his Courage ſery'd to cry—My Dear. 
But from his Arms till by degrees I creep, 
And to prevent Diſcourſe pretend to fleep. 
He 
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Vou write for leave to come and ſee me here, 
Yet know your former Viſit coſt me dea. 
Why wouldft thau hither come, thou canſt but ſee 
The double Trophies of thy Cruelty. 7 
My Fleſh conſum'd, my Cheeks of Bloodleſs Hue, 
Such as I once did in thy Apple view. w 
Shou dſt ſee me now thou wou'dſt repent thyCheat, 
Nor think me worth ſuch exquiſite Deceit. 
To Delos back with greater haſte wou'dſt go, 
And beg the Goddeſs to releaſe my Vow. 

On new Deſigns thy Fancy wowdſt imploy, — 

Contrive new Oaths the former to deſtroy. 
No Means have been omitted to procure 

. My Health, but till my Feav'tiſh Fits endure. 

We as'd the Oracle what caus'd my Pains ? 

The Oracle of broken Vows complains! 


* b | | The 


He finds, but wou d his Senſe oth? Flight diſguiſe; 
He checks his Tongue, but chides me withhis Eyes. 
With Grief he waſtes; and I with Feavers pine, 
Tis we that ſuffer, but th'Offence was thine. 


4 
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The Gods themſelves on your behalf declare: 

| What haſt thou done to merit this their Care? 
But ſo it is and I at laſt incline, > 
Since that thou art their Choice, to make thee 
Already to my Mother I've declar'd, | 
How by your Cunning I have been inſnar'd. 
Pye done, and what I have already faid, '' 

I fear is more than will become a Maid. 

My Thoughts are now confus'd, and can indite 


No more, my feeble Hand no more can write. 
Nor need I more Subſcribe, but this, Be True 
And 1 it muſt be ſo) my Dear, Adieu 4 
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Advertiſement. 
A Ulus Sabinus flouriſhed in the Reign of Au- 
e 


/ 
— * 


wrote a Book of Elegies to his Miſtreſ Teri- 
ſena; and left ſome unfiniſh'd Poems of the Anci- 
ent Roman Religion and Ceremonies ; and alſo 
wrote ſeveral Epiſtles like Ovid's, in Anſwer to 
fo many of that excellent Poet's, iz. irre 
to Phædra, Eneas to Dido, Jaſon. #0 Hypſipile, 
Phaon to Sapho, Ulyſſes to Penelope, Demo- 
phoon 0 Phyllis, and Paris to OEnone; of all 
which, excepting the three laſt, the Injury of 
Time has deprived us. 
The Learned Heinſius, ſpeaking of foot three 
- Epiſtles, calls them a Treaſure ; and indeed they 


expreſs ſo much of a true Poetick Genius, and 
maintain their Character ſo well, that it has been 
thought fit in this Edition to give *em an Engliſh 
Verſion, ſince in all the late and beſt Editions of 
Ovid's Works, theſe Epiſtles of Sabinus are found 
erred. OE GEO VELO SRERE *: 4 


ſtus, and was contemporary with Ovid. 
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Ulyſſes to Þ enelope. 


The ARGUMENT. 
Ulyſſes having rectivd Penelope's Epiſtle, by + 
This fins endeauonrs'to clear her Abd 

and calm her Thoughts. He tells her with what 
Fortitude he had gone through the various Hard- 
ſhips that had befullin him; and that having . 
conſulted Tireſias and Pallas, he was deter- 
mind to return ſuddenly to Ithica ; but, (to 
comply with the Oracles) alone, and in Diſguiſe, 
And as be is careful to magnifie his Love, and 
Fears for her, and her extraordinary Conſtancy 
and Chaſtity: So he forgets not to tell her what 
he ſaw in Eliſium, whither he went to rowſult 
Tireſias. Aten 17] | Rt. 


Hance does at laſt let ſad Ulyſes ſee! & - 
The welcome Lines of his Penelope; 

So much thy known dear Characters did pleaſe, 

That my long Troubles found an inſtant E 


Eaſe. 
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If I am flow, tis only to relate 
To thee my many Wounds from angry Ss 
Well might the Greeks indeed have thought me 
When by feign'd Madneſs I delay'd to go: low 
Nor had I Will or Power to leave thy Bed, Sl. N 
But to poſſeſs thy Charms from Honour fled, ; 
You bid me come, and never, ſtay to write; "| 
But adverſe Winds detain me from your Sight. 
Troy hinders not, a Place once ſo reyer'd, | i 1 4 
In-Aſhes now, nor longer to be fear'd.. ſt 
 Heftor and all her mighty Men of Fame 
Are, now no more, are nothing but a ol 
By Ni ght the Thracian Monarch Rheſus lainz\% 

I fafely.to our Camp return'd again: . - 4 
Leading his warlike Horſes, my juſt Spoil, 1 
The noble Triumph for the ViRor's Toil. 4 
The Shrine wherein, the Phrygian Safety lay, 

My fortunate Contrivance brought away, 1 
Clos di in that Horſe which prov d the Bane of Ti 7 q 


Unmoy'd.1 heard Caſandre cry cee To 
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ULYSSES  PENELOPE. 283 
ie Engine quick; the Foe your Rain ſeeks: 
Burn, burn it quite, not truſt the crafty Greeks" 
o me oblig'd the great Achilles lis 
For his laſt Rites, his Fun' ral Obſequies: . 
Which Action ſo the Grecian Army warms, . 
For his recover'd Corps they give his Arms. 
But, what avails! the Sea has all ingroſt! | 
WMy Ships, my Arms, and my Companions loſt! 
Tho' all things elſe Fate's Cruelties remove, 
They have no Pow'r to ſhake my conſtant Love. 
That ſtill endures, and triumphs over all; 8 
Nor can by Scylla, or Charibdis fall. 
To alter that the charming Sirens fail; 
Nor can the fell Autiphates prevail. 
Not touch'd by Circe's Arts, from her I fled; | "7 
Nay ſhun'd the Proffer of a Goddeſs? Bed: = 
Each promis'd, ſo ſhe might become my Wife, 
To give me deathleſs Joys, and endleſs Life. = 
Both I reject, and having thee in view, | | 
My dang'rous Travels chearfully renew. 
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38% ULYSSES w PENELOPE. 
Let not theſe Female Names beget new Fears, 
(Alarm thy Beeaſt, nor drown thine Eyes in Tears) 
What Giree, what Cahyp/0 cou'd effect: 
Secure of ms, all chilling Doubts neglect. 
That you my open Soul may naked view, 

I will confeſs that t have fear'd for you. 
When I was told how num rous a reſort | 
Of eager Rivals crowded in your Court 
All pale 1 grew, Life left my outward Part, 
Scarce the retiring Blood preſery'd my Heart. 


Beſieg'd by preſſing youthful Lovers round, 
Their Bowls with Wine, their Heads with Roſe 
My growing Doubts to wild Diſorders haſte; 

Ah! can I think ſhe till is mine, and chaſte! | 
If me ſhe wept, her Charms wou'd not be ſuch 


Cou'd ſhe thus conquer, if ſhe ſorrow'd much? 
Yet quickly Love returns, when! perceive 
How well your chaſte your pious Arts deceive 
Your haſty Suitors, and procure Delay, 

By Night undoing what you weave by Day. 
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UEYSSES # PENELOPE. 285 
Yet fear I, leſt reer d ia 4 
Thee at thy honeſt Artifice lurpriſe. | 
Better by Palyphemus had I dy'd, 
Than know thee ſacrifie'd to Luſt and Pride. 
better'to'Thracias Arms have falbn a Prey, 
Whilſt chere as yet my wand'ring Navy lay.' - 

Or then have yielded finally to Fate, | 
When I retum'd ſafe from the Stygias State. 
'Twas there I ſaw, among th immortal Dead, 
My late dear Mother's venerable Shade. 
She told his Houſe's Troubles to her Son: 
| griey'd the thrice did my Embraces ſhun. 
There too the great Proteſilaus I met. 
Who ſcorning Death, firſt of the Gregian Far 
With Hoſtile Arms the Phrygian Shores did greet 
Now happy with his much prais'd Wife he roves, 
Fearleſs of Change, thropgh the Elifian Groves: 
Lamenting not he did ſo Young deſcend; 

Pleas'd with an Early, ſince ſo Brave an End. 
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286 ULYSSES PENELO PE. 
I faw, alas! nor cou'd from Tears dee 
The noble Agamemnon newly ſlain. 
That mighty Chief, - glorious and fafe at a Toy 
Eſcaping too in the Fubeas Se, ö 
Where furious Nauplius's horrid Arts had done 
Suck ls; for Vengeance for his guilty Sou. 
But whilſt, rejoycing for his ſal Return, 
Atrides does his grateful Ine n 
By impious Hands his ſacred Blood is ſpill'd, 
And by a thouſand Wounds the Prince is kill 
This tragick End had the great Hero's Life, 
Contriv'd and manag d by a wretched Wife; 
Pretending Vengeance for his am*rous Crime, 
. To cover her s, ſtrikes firſt and murders: him. 
When Victory had bleſt the Grecian ſide, 
And we our Trojun'Prisners did divide, 
Great Hefor's Wife and Sitter! refuſe, 
And Antient Hecuba do rather chuſe; 
To her neglected Age E my: Voice; | 
Leſt Love might ſeem to mingle in the Choice: 


y, 
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ULYSSES to PENELOPE, 287 
No longer her in human Form we meet, 
\ fearful Omen to my parting Fleet. 
Her enrag d Heart with Grief and Rancour duns, 
and ſuddenly to a mad Bitch ſhe turns 
1 barking, howles, and ſnarling now ſhe ends 
The loud Complaints her wild Affliction ſends. 
As if amaz'd, the late calm Winds and Sea 
start into Tempeſts at the Prodigy. 
By dang'rous Storms now am I rudely toſt; 
Now wand'ring long in unknown Regions loſt. 
But if the wiſe Tireſſas can as well 
Our future Joys as Miſeries foretel j 
The prophecy'd Diſaſters having paſt, 
[enter on my kinder Fate at laſt. 
Pallas now joins me, on an unknown Coaſt: 
dafe led by her, I can no more be loft. 
Pallas, whom now the firſt time I Salute 40 
vince Ilium's Fall, with Pleaſure hears my Suit. 
What mighty Ills upon the Greeks were ene 
by rafh Oilides bold and ſingle Fault! . 


U 3 Nor 


6 ULYSSE$'#PENELOPFEU 


Not ev'n Thdider dd the Goddeſs pere, 17 


gn! 6 


His Virtue too did our Affliction ſnare. 
None could his Favour or his Merit A 0 


But all were paniſh'd for the impious Deed. 


Yet happy Mene/aus no Chance could harm 4 
His beautious Wife was ſtill a Connter-charm 
In vain the Winds, in vain the Billows rage, 
While ſhe is there his Paſſion to afſwage - : ii 
Winds had no Pow'r his Kiſſes to reſtrain, ws 


Nor his Embraces the tumultuous Main. 
Thrice happy I, did I but travel ſo, 


For calm'd by thee all Seas wou'd gentle grow. 


But fince Telemachus with thee I hear 
Is ſafe, extreamly leflen'd is my Care. 


Whoſe too raſh Voyage yet I needs muſt blame, 


Whatever Sparta cou d or Pylos claim. 
Too weak th' Excuſe ev'n of his Piety, 


For vent'ring out in ſuch a dang'rous Sea. 13 
But now the Prophet bids me hope, ill Fate 


Is o'er, and now I thy Embraces wait. 


Alone 
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ULYSSES i PENELOPE. 289 


Alone I come; temper thy riſing Joy, 

For all Exceſſes equally deſtroy. — = | 
Not open Force, but Management and Art, 
The Gods foretel, will Victory impart, 
\midft a Fenſt, and in the heights of Wine, „ 
Perhaps my juſt Revenge I may delign, 77 
And make the'ſcorn'd Vyſzs nobler thine;  ' ; 
Swift fly the Hours, and ſpeed that happy Day; 
And whed arriv'd for Ages let it ſtay: | 
That Day! which ſhall reſtore Joys ſo * fed, 


And all th'intrancing Pleaſures of thy Bed. 
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DEMO PHOON to PHILLIS. = 
ut 

The ARGUMENT. The 


Phillis, the young Queen of Thrace, <A 7 Wi 
the too long Abſence of her lately married Hu, 
band Demophoon, the Son of Theſeus King 0 7 WI 
Athens, had written him à very paſſionate L. 
ter intermixt with Hope H. Fear, Love and De- 

Pair. Which Letter Demophoon receiving, he Th 

returns -this Anſwer. Wherein owning her Di, 

Kindneſs, he ſhews he loves her with an ex- 

tream Paſſion; and that he has no Thoughts of Co 

any other Love. Tells her, that the diſorders of WM w 

his Family, requiring more time to re-ſettle 

than he expected, are the true and only cauſes MW Th 

L hrs fiay. He gently blames her doubts, and Or 
er impatience; handſomly excuſeth ran 4 
promiſes an inviolable Conſtancy, and that, hi 

Kane ſettled, he will certainly return. 


Hile this is from recover'd Athens ſent, 
Can I forget the Aid my Phillis lent? 
No other Torch has Hymen held for me, 

Ah! were I happy now, as when with thee! 


The 


DEMOPHOON „ PHILLIS.: 291 . 
Theſeus (whoſe noble Blood your Mind did move 
Much leſs than your own free-unbias'd Love) - -. | 
Hard Fate for us! driv'n from his Regal Throne, 
But Death has put the bold Uſurper down. 
Thefeus, who did an equal Glory ſhare 

With great Alcides in the Toils of War, 

When the brave Heroes, with united Strength, 
Broke the fierce Ama gonian Troops at length. -; 
Theſeus, who, when the Minotaur he'd ſlain, 
Did of an Enemy a Father gain. 
Cou'd ſuch a Prince, cou'd ſuch a Parent be, 
Without a Crime, abandon'd left by me? 
This, my dear Phillis, is Demophoon's Charge; 
On this my Brother loudly does enlarge, 
Youpreſs, he cries, for the fair Thracian's Charms, 
And all your Courage ſoften in her Arms. 
Swiftly the while Occaſion flies away, 

And our Diſaſters grow by your Delay. | 
Our Father's Fate, had you made haſte on Board, 
You had prevented, or with eaſe reſtor d. 

g Shou'd 


29 DEMOPHOON „ PHILLIS:/ 


Show'd Athens leſs to you than Thrace appear, Oft 
Or why a Woman more than both be dear? MW ble 
Thus rages Acamat. Old Ethranow Nor 


With equal Anger bends her wrinkled Brow :; I Wh: 
That her Son's Hands cloſe not her aged Eyes, Tha 


On my Delay with feeble Wrath the flies. - ' go 
I ſilent ſtand, while me they both accuſe; PII t 
Nor on their Anger, but thy Abſence muſe, I Thy 
Methinks this Moment {till I hear em ſay, Eb 
While on thy Coaſt my ſhatter*'d Navy lay, But 
To Sea, to Sea, the Weather now is kind. The 


On Board, and fpread thy Canvas to the Wind, Ane 
By what, hard Demophoon, art thou ſo took! ! 
To thy loſt Country, and thy Father look. 
Phillis you love; her your Example make, 
Her Country ſhe for Love will not forſake. 
Begs your Return, but with you will not ſtir; - 
And does a barb'rous Crown to yours prefer. 
Yet in the midſt of all how oft I pray'd,' 
By adverſe Winds to be ſtill longer ſtay'd! 

Oft 


DEMOPHOON to PHIELIS:” 293 
Oft when, I parting did embrace thy Neck, 
bleſt the Storms that did our Parting check, 
Nor to my Father will I fear to own. | 
What &er for my ſweet Phillis 1 have done $1; 44 
That I avow, or he that Story hear, 
Is owing-to the Merits of my Fair. 
P11 tell him freely that I cou'd not leave 
Thy dear Embraces, but my Soul mult grieve. 
What rocky Breaſt from ſuch a Wife cou'd part, 
But weeping Eyes wou'd ſpeak his ſinking Heart! 
The Ships ſhe might deny, ſhe does beſtow, 
And only bids they be alittle flow. 
Nor can he chuſe but pardon ſuch a Crime; 
Bright Ariadus's not fo loſt in him; 
Up to the Stars when e'er he caſts his Eyes, 
He ſees his ſhining Miſtreſs in the Skies. 
My Father's blam'd, as he his Wife forſook, - 
Tho' by a God ſhe forcibly was took. | 
Shall my ill Fate too, Phillis, be the ſame? 
Enquire the Cauſe, nor me unjuſtly blame. | 


* 
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290% DEMOPHOON td 'PHILLIS/i 
Take this ſure Pledge for Demophoon's Return, 


His Heart for you, and only you, does burn. 
Is't poſſible you Ignorant ſnould be 

Of the Diſaſters of my Family? 

I mourn a Parent's Fate, involv'd in Snares! 


And oh that nothing elſe employ'd my Cares! + 


My Soul laments a noble Brother dead 
Torn by his frighted Horſes as he fled. 

Not to excuſe Returning, have I told 

Some of the many Cauſes that with-hold 

Me from thy Ports. Believe it Fortune's Crime, 
That I ftill beg of thee a little Time. 
Declining The/eus I muſt firſt inte: 
Honour will that to ev'ry Thing prefer. 


That done, for which my Pray'rs I do repeat 


For leave, to Thrace I inſtantly retreat. 

T am not falſe, but {till adore thy Charms; 

Nor do I think I'm ſafe but in thy Arms. 

Not War, nor Tempeſts, ſince the F all of T7 2 
Cou'd me in my Return ſo much annoy 


To 
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- DEMOPHOON- % PHILLIS. 295 
To'cauſe Delay: No, that was only ſeen 
Effected by the Rind fair Thraciaw Queen. 
Caſt on thy Shores, thou freely didſt ſupply, 
To all my preſſing Wants a Remedy: 
Be ſtill the ſame: Then nothing ſhall remove 
The happy Demophoon from Phillis Love. 
What if a ten Years War ſhou d now renew, 
That Honour ſhou'd ingage me to purſue? 
Penelope thy great Example bee 
So fam'd for her Unſpotted Chaſtity. . 
Her curious artful Web, il underſtood. 
Did her hot Lovers cunningly elude. 
The W oof advanc'd by Day, the Nights reſtrain, 
And ravel to its Primitive Wool again. 

But you with Fear, it ſeems are almoſt dean, 
Leſt the ſcorn d Thracians ſhou'd deſpiſe 0 
Ah, cruel ! cou'd you with another Wedꝰ 
Is then your Love, is then your Faith ſo light? 
Nor can the Fear of broken Vows affright? 7 


236 DEMOPHOON Y PHILLIS. 
Think what your Shame, think what your "Grief 
When my returning Sails from faryou ſee. Mike, 
Then all in vain/repenting Tears will flow, 
And own the Cenſtancy you queſtion now; ©! 
Demophoon comes! then in Amate, youll ery;' 
And to my Arms through Winter Storms does fl, 
Ah, why ſo great à Guilt did I contract! 
And what I blam'd in him, why did Iact! 
But Heav'n avert: Not let it &er be ſaid, 
That thy fait Virtue cou'd be fo miſled. 

If ſuch à Fate fend on my Phillis light, 

The mighty Load wow'd overwhelm me qũite. 
But ah! what direful threatning Words are thoſe 
With which youf Letter you unkindly cloſe! 
Abſtain, at leaſt till greater Cauſe you ſee, 
To charge my Houſe with double Perfidy. 

If to deſert the Cetas were a Fault; 

Yet I've done nothing to be guilty thought. 
Farewel my Hope's beſt Object, Soul of Love: 
All that obſtructs our Meeting, Heav'n remove. 
— May 


DEMOPHOON fo PHILLIS. 
May ev'ry Joy Love can, or Fortune give, 
For ever with my Charming Phillis live. 
The Winds now bear my Words; ; my Perſon they 
I hope ſhall ſafely to thy Arms convey; . . 
There to repeat another Nuptial Day. 

My Wiſhes are with thee z and that I pauſe, 
My Duty, and my Honour are the Cauſe... 
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The ARGUMENT. «© © 
The for ſakes Nymph OFEnone having written to 
Paris, to per ſuade him to return again to her En- 
braces, and to ſend back the Fair Grecian to her 
Husband: Paris, in this Epiſtle, endeavours to ex- 
tenuate his Fault; laying the Blame ſometimes on Lov! 
Fate and Fortune, and ſometimes on the force of 
Love. With gentle Words he tries to mitigate | V he 
her Aſlliction; and concludes adviſing her to.exert To 1 
her utmoſt Skillin Magick (for which ſhe was Fa- 
mous) to-procure Quiet to ber ſelf, by reviving 
his Paſſion for her, or by extinguiſhing her own. 


Hile youof meſo juſtly, Nymph,complain, 
I ſeek for plauſible Replies in vain. 

I own my Fault, confeſs my broken Vows, 

Yet my new Love no Penitence allows. 

May this Acknowledgment procure thee Reſt, 
And calm the Tempeſts of OEnone's Breaſt. 
213 J 


—— 
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PARIS 9 OEN ONE. 255 
| Capid's Stave his Order but obey, | 
Deſerting thee for charming Helena. 

Your Wit andBeauty,Nymphs you know did move 
My firft young Wiſhes, and my Bloom of Love. 
My gtorious Birth then troubl'd not our Joy; : 
Love and our Flocks did all our Thoughts imploy. 

If calle of Greatneſs mingled with our Sport, 
| ſwote OEnome might adorn a Court. at 21 
Thus, tho? now chang'd, did then upon thee Smile 
Love; whom to Reaſon, what can reconcile? 
When you from Pas and from the Sutyrs fled, 
To take a private Shepherd to your Bed, 

Was it your Reaſon then you did purſue? 

Or Kept you ought beſides your Love in View? 
My preſent Paſſion is from Fate; for e er 

| did of Leds beauteous Daughter hear, 

Inſpir'4 Cefſavdv 2 did foretel the thing, + 
Paris ſhall Helena to Hium bring. 


In ev ry Cireumſtance too well you ſee 
Th” Event has juſtify'd her Prophecy: —-- 
BE Except 


300 PARIS o OE NONE. 
Except thoſe Wounds of mine, Which yet remain, 
To bring me to my pitying Nymph again. 

Still I remember ſweet OEnone's Fear, 

When firſt we did the ſtrange Prediction hear. 
Melting in Tears —Ah then, will Fate remove 
Her Paris from the loſt OEnone's Love! 

Muſt he ſuch Wars, Slaughters, and Ruin bring! 
Be found a Prince, thus to involve the King! 
Love taught me threaten'd Dangers to deſpiſe: 
And Love equipt me for my Enterprize. 

To him impute the Crime, and me forgive; 


The God, not Paris, does the Nymph deceive. - 


A gainſt his, Pleaſure what can Mortals ſay, _ 
Whoſe Pow*r tl immortal Gods themſelves obey ? 
When mighty Jove the Fire of Cupid burns, 
Into a thouſand various Shapes he turns. 
Europa's Bull, and Danae's golden Show'r, - 
Put each a Lovely Virgin in his Pow'r. 

Not charming Helen (Cauſe of all thy Care) 
Had been ſo wond'rous, ſo divinely Fair, 


Had 


* 
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PARIS π OENONE. 302 
Had not great Jove the Silver Plumes put on, 
And cheated Leda with a ſeeming Swan. = 
O'er Piny Ida, Fove, an Eagle flies, 

With his lov'd Ganimede to diſtant Skies. 
The valiant Hercules, ſo Fierce and Bold, 
For Omphale, did a weak Diſtaff hold: 
Glad like a. Maid he fat him down to Spin, 
And Conqu'ring the put on the Lion's Skin. 
Your ſelf Apollo's proffer d Love decline, 
And ſhun a God's Embraces to be mine. 
Not that a Shepherd with a God can vye, 
But it ſo pleaſes Cupid's Deity. 
If my new Paſſion till thy Mind diſpleaſe, 
Yet this at leaſt methinks might give thee Eaſe ; 
That nothing in my Breaſt cou'd quench thy Love, 
But the bright Daughter of the awful Jove: 
Tho? yet her boaſted Birth and mighty Race 
Enflame me leſs than her enchanting F ace. 
I wiſh'd I had unskill'd in Beauty been: 
Then Rival Goddeſſes I had not ſeen; 

| 1 Not 


302 PARIS OENON E. 
Not been obnoxious to great u Hate; 
Nor wife Minerva then ſhou'd irritate. 
The fatal Apple I to Venus gave, 

Binds me for ever Citbereg's Slave. 

She her Son's Darts will diſtribute arqund, 
And give him Orders when and where to wound; 
Yet js her ſelf oft wounded by his Dart, 

The wanton Boy ſpares not his Mother's Heart. 
Mars to her Bed ſo often did reſort, 

All Heav'n at laſt was Witneſs to their Sport. 
Then to attract Auchiſes to her Arms, | 
Appears a Mortal with Celeſtial Charme. 
What wonder Love ſhou'd have tranſparted me, 
When his own Mother Venus is not free! 
Wrong'd Mexelaus, tho hated, Loves: Can I, 
On whom ſhe dotes, from the Fair Princeſs fly? 
I ſee the gath'ring Clouds from Sparta riſe, 

And threat*ning Tempeſts thicken in the Skies. 


The angry Greeks with Armies menace us, 


And Hoſtile Fleets rig out for Pergammns. ].. 
Let 


PARIS re OENONE. 20 
Let em come on, and Fight us if they dare: 
To keep this Beauty we accept their War. 
Her Face, QEzone, s ſo Divine Thing. 
Tis worth the Cares and Dangers of a King. 
The Greciax Princes, haſting all to Arms, 
Enough evince, (if you ſtill doubt her Charms.) 
But her for whom they Fleets and Armies ſend, 

ft. with greater Force the Trejang will defend. 

If any Hope, OEnone, you retain, 

Of ever freeing me from Helen's Chain, 

Quick to thoſe pow'rful Herbs and Arts repair, 
| By which thou rulſt in Heav'n, in Earth, and Air 
e | Not Phabus ſelf is learneder than thee, 

Scarce are the Gods from thy ſtrong Magick free. 

Thou, by the mighty Working of thige Art, 
| From their pale Orbs the trembling Stars canſt part. 

Call downthe Moon, the Sun's ſwift Motion ſtay, 


Protra the Darkneſs, and arreſt the Day. 
As Bulls I fed, among the Herds there came 


Fierce Lions, made by thy Enchantments tame, 
1 Swift 
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Swift Fimoir and Xanthus Chryſtat Wave 


Forbore to flow, when your Command you gave. 


Your Father Cebres Waters too ſubmit; 


Nor: ſlight thy Charm, ſince all acknowled ge it, 
Now, wiſeſt Nymph, exert thy utmoſt Art, 


: 
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Quench thy own Fires, or re-inflame my Heart. 
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